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Carthoris and Thuvia ~ 


Upon a massive bench of polished ersite a girl sat beneath 
the gorgeous blooms of a giant pimalia bush. Her shapely 


_ sandalled foot tapped impatiently upon the jewel-strewn 


walk that wound beneath stately sorapus trees in the royal 
gardens of Thuvan Dihn, Jeddak and Ptarth. 

The cause of her annoyance was a dark-haired, red-skin- 
ned warrior, who leaned close to her and poured out words 
of passion. 

“Oh, Thuvia,”’ he was saying in anguish, “‘you are cold 


to me, yet I love you. Tell me, O Thuvia, that though you 
_ donot love me now, some day perhaps you will —” 


But the girl had had enough of his love-sick pleadings. 
Now she sprang to her feet with an exclamation of dis- 
pleasure. Her queenly head lifted haughtily above her 
smooth red shoulders, and her dark eyes looked angrily 
into those of the young man. 

“You forget yourself, Astok,” she reproved him, ‘‘and 


you forget the customs of Barsoom. I have given you no 


_ right to speak to me of love, neither have you won such 


right.” 

Astok seemed to lose his head completely at her words. 
Impulsively he gripped her arm, hurting her. 

“You will be my princess,” he cried. “No one else shall 
have you! Is there someone else?” he went on fiercely, 


jealous rage consuming him. “If there is, I will cut out his 


foul heart and fling it to the wild calots of the dead sea- 
bottoms!” 

At the touch of Astok’s hand upon her arm, Thuvia 
turned pale with shock, for the royal women of the courts 
of Mars are held almost sacred. The act of Astok, Prince 
of Dusar, amounted to sacrilege. 

s} 


“Take your hand off me,” said Thuvia, her voice level — 
and frigid. 

But Astok in his passion instead tried to draw her to- 
wards him. 

“Release me,” said Thuvia, giving the man a chance to 
save himself. “If not I will call the guard, and you know 
what that will mean.” 

Instead he pulled her roughly towards him and tried to 
kiss her. With a little cry she struck him across the mouth, 
and now she was afraid. 

“Calot!”? she cried, then called out, “The guard! The 
guard!”’ 

Instantly a dozen guardsmen came pouring out onto the 
scarlet sward, their gleaming long-swords naked in the sun, 
the metal of their armour clanking as they ran. 

But before they were half-way across the garden, another | 
man was there before them. He came out of the dense foli- 
age close by the struggling figures. He was tall and straight, _ 
with black hair and keen grey eyes — broad of shoulder and 
narrow of hip. A fighting man! 

His skin was only faintly tinged with the copper hue of 
the red men of Mars — he was like them, yet subtly dif- 
ferent. 

There was a difference in his movements, too, for he — 
came forward in great leaps that carried him so swiftly 
over the ground that the speed of the guardsmen was as 
nothing by comparison. 

Astok still clutched Thuvia’s wrist as the young warrior 
raced up. The newcomer wasted no words. 

“Calot!”’ he snapped. Then a mighty clenched fist landed 
on the princely chin, lifting Astok high into the air, and 
hurling him back into the centre of the pimalia bush. 

Then he turned towards the girl, quite cool. ‘“Kaor,” he 
said, giving her the Martian greeting. “I came just in time, 
it seems, Thuvia of Ptarth.” 

“Kaor.” The princess smiled back at the fine young war- 
rior. Her cheeks dimpled demurely. ““What else could I 
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expect from the son of your great father.” 

Carthoris of Helium bowed his acknowledgment of the 
compliment to his father, John Carter, Warlord of Mars. 
Just then the guardsmen came panting up, while Astok, 
Prince of Dusar, came crawling out of the pimalia bush. 

His mouth was bleeding, and his face was twisted with 


_ hatred."In his hand was his drawn sword, and he would 
_ have leapt at Carthoris, only the guardsmen swiftly clus- 


_ tered round him, holding him back. 


It was obvious that Carthoris would have liked nothing 


2 better than a fight with the prince. “Just say the word, 
_ Thuvia of Ptarth,” he said softly, “and I shall have great 


pleasure in treating this fellow to the punishment he 
deserves.” 
“No,” said Thuvia quickly. She did not want any more 


_ trouble. “‘Astok is a guest of my father. It is my father who 
must handle this matter now.” 


“As you say, Thuvia,”’ said Carthoris, but he added 


_ darkly, ‘‘Afterwards, though, he will account to me for 
_ this attack upon you.” 


Thuvia’s cheek took on an attractive blush at his words, 


-and her eyes dropped before the ardent gaze of the young 


_ Heliumite warrior. Astok observed it all, and understood. 


_ His eyes grew sombre, hateful. For a moment no one 


moved. 
_ The guard still surrounded Astok. It was a difficult 
position for the young officer who commanded it. His 


_ prisoner was the son of a mighty jeddak, until now an 


- honoured guest upon whom every royal dignity had been 


_ showered. To arrest him forcibly could mean nothing less 
_ than war, and yet he had done that which in the eyes of the 


_ Ptarth officer merited death. 


The young man hesitated. He looked towards his 


princess. She, too, guessed all that hung upon that moment. 


For many years Dusar and Ptarth had been at peace with 


each other. Their great merchant air freighters plied back 


and forth between the larger cities of the two nations, Even 
7 


now, far above the gold-shot scarlet dome of the jeddak’s 


palace, she could see the huge bulk of a giant treighiee 


making its majestic way through the thin Barsoomian air 
_ towards the west and Dusar. 


With one word she could ihe their two a hx 


nations into a bloody conflict that would drain them of 
their bravest blood and their incalculable riches, “leaving 
them helpless against the inroads of their envious and less 
powerful neighbours, and a prey to the savage green hordes 
of the dead sea-bottoms. 

No sense of fear influenced her decision, for fear is sel- 
dom known to the children of Mars. It was rather a 
sense of the responsibility that she, the daughter of their 
jeddak, felt for the welfare of her father’s people. 

“T called you, Padwar,”’ she said to the lieutenant of the 
guard, “‘to keep the peace within the royal gardens of the 
jeddak. That is all. You will escort me to the palace, and 
the Prince of Helium will accompany me.” 

Without another glance in the direction of Astok she 
turned. Taking Carthoris’ proffered hand she walked 
slowly towards the massive marble palace that housed the 
ruler of Ptarth and his glittering court. On either side 
marched a file of guardsmen. 

Beside the pimalia stood Astok, his dark eyes nar- 
rowed to mere slits of hate as he watched the retreating 
forms of the girl who had aroused his fiercest passions and 
the man he now believed to stand between him and his love. 

As they disappeared within the building Astok, with a 
muttered oath, crossed the gardens and made for the place 
where he and his retinue were housed. 

That night Astok took formal leave of Thuvan Dihn. 
Though no mention was made of the incident in the gar- 
den, it was plain to see through the cold mask of the 
jeddak’s courtesy that only the customs of royal hospitality 
restrained him from voicing the anger he felt for the Prince 
of Dusar. 

Carthoris was not present at the leave-taking, neither 
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was Thuvia, The ceremony was as stiff and formal as court 
etiquette could make it. When the last of the Dusarians 


A climbed aboard their aircraft and the mighty flier had 


i: 


‘ 


risen slowly from the landing stage, a note of relief was 


_ apparent in the voice of Thuvan Dihn as he turned to one 


_ of his officers. 


“Inform Prince Sovan,” he ordered, “‘that it is our wish 


_ that the air fleet which left for Kaol this morning is re- 


called and will now patrol to the west of Ptarth.”’ 
There was relief at Astok’s departure, but the order to 
Prince Sovan showed that Thuvan Dihn was taking no 


_ chances. He had moved his air fleet into a position between 


Ptarth and Dusar in case of surprise attack. 
As the aircraft taking Astok back to the court of his 


: father rose and flew to the west, Thuvia stood there, 


watching the lights grow smaller. Beside her, in the bril- 
liant light of the nearer moon, stood Carthoris, but his 
eyes were upon the girl, not the aircraft. 

“Thuvia,” he whispered. His hand reached out and took 
hers. 

The girl turned towards him, but she drew her hand away 
gently. 

“T love you, Thuvia,” es said. And then - “Do 
I offend you by saying so?”’ 

She shook her head, and it was then that he saw the sad- 
ness on her face. ‘“The love of Carthoris,” she said simply, 
‘is an honour for any woman. But you mustn’t speak of 
it, because — because I cannot return it.” 

Carthoris stepped back as if in shock at her words. His | 
eyes showed his astonishment. It had never occurred to 


him that Thuvia might love someone else. 


‘But I thought —” 

“That I loved you?” Thuvia was quick to interrupt him, 
defensive. “I have never said so.’ 

“But you knew I loved you.” Carthoris was too bewil- 
dered to understand, though an outsider might have under- 


stood her quick defensiveness and the unhappiness which 


$ 


went with her words. She knew she was hurting Carthoris, — 


and yet she had to break his heart. 
**You never told me,” she murmured. 
“But you must have known,” he said desperately. He 


thought of all the perils they had been through tose 


how close they had been all that time. 

Abruptly Thuvia turned from him, perhaps so that he 
could not see the pain in her eyes. 

“Carthoris,”’ she said, “‘you must not speak of love to 
me. I am promised in marriage to — to someone else.”’ 


Carthoris’ face went white. For a moment he could not. 


believe it. And then he had to. He drew away. 

“Tf that is so, then I wish you every happiness with the 
man of your choice.” 
_ Her lips opened as if in protest. Perhaps she was going 
to say it was none of her choice. In the courts of Mars mar- 
riages were arranged, generally for political reasons. But 
then she was silent. 

“Who is he?”” 


“Kulan Tith, Jeddak of Kaol.” Kaol, Ptarth’s strongest — 


ally. 

Carthoris hesitated, lingering. ““You love him, Thuvia?” 

“I am promised to him,”’ was all she would say. 

Carthoris bowed. “He is my friend. I wish him hap- 
piness.” Then he turned and went, and Thuvia sat down 
on a bench, weeping. 

Carthoris immediately went to Thuvia’s father, Thuvan 
Dihn, to tell him that he must return immediately to 
Helium. His heart was breaking, and he felt he could not 
stay any longer in Ptarth. To Thuvan Dihn he explained 
that his visit had been because he was testing his latest 
invention. 

Thuvan Dihn and his nobles gathered round, interested, 
for they were an inventive people. 

“Tt is an improvement on our air compass,” Carthoris 
explained, trying to forget Thuvia. The Martian air com- 
pass was a remarkable invention, but Carthoris had gone 
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_ several stages further in its development. 

The Martian compass, when set to a course, would 
~ pursue it to its destination. Carthoris’ invention consisted 
‘ of an auxiliary device which kept the craft on course but 

ery brought the aircraft to a halt over its des- 
_ tination and gently grounded it. 
They went to his flier, quite a body of interested nobles, 
with the usual retinue of servants hovering around in case 
of need. Carthoris demonstrated the new compass. One 
_ of the servants, a man so big he could almost be called a 
giant, seemed particularly interested and pushed himself 
forward to see the compass for himself. 

“With this compass set to Helium,’ Carthoris said, “I 
can take off, go to sleep, and only waken when I Jand.”’ 

_ “But what about a collision in mid-air,” asked Thuvan 
Dihn. “‘Will your compass prevent that?” 

Carthoris nodded. He indicated a device attached to the 
compass. “There is no danger of collision,’ he said con- 
fidently. “This is my obstruction evader. [t throws out a 
screen of radio-frequency to a distance of several thou- 
sand yards. If any obstruction breaks the screen, the air- . 
craft is turned on an evading course, resuming its flight 

_ afterwards. If the evading course is critical — that is, the 
- bow has to deflect more than forty-five degrees — the air- 

craft is brought to a halt, while an alarm signal operates 
_ to waken the pilot.” 

There were murmurs of admiration at the device. Then 
a man spoke. Carthoris turned, and to his surprise saw it 
was a serving man. He looked at the giant. The man had a 
scar running down his face to his lip. He looked bold and 
intelligent. 

“This instrument has a weakness.” 

Thuvan Dihn looked angry and was about to order the 
brash servant away, but Carthoris halted him. 

“What is that?’ he asked, curious. 

“It would be easy to tamper with the mechanism.” 

But Carthoris laughed. He had thought of that, too. 
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‘Not as easy as you would think.” He drew a small but 


curious key from his pocket. “Look at this,”’ he said, hand- 
ing it to the servant. “Only this key will open that lock. 
Without it, no one can tamper with the mechanism.” 

The servant took the key, glanced at it, then made as if to 
return it to Carthoris. But then he appeared to be clumsy 
and the key dropped to the marble floor. The servant 
stepped forward hastily, apologetically. His foot for a 
moment pressed on the key. Then he stooped and picked 
it up and gave it to Carthoris. 

A few minutes later Carthoris said goodbye to Thuvan 


Dihn and his nobles, entered the flier and went speeding — 


away towards Helium. 

Thuvan Dihn, followed by his courtiers, turned and 
entered the palace, the servants falling respectfully into 
the rear. Behind them all was the giant red servant. No 
one was looking. He stopped quickly and slipped off his 
soft-soled sandal and put it into his pocket. 


When the party came to the lower levels in the palace — . 


the big servant was no longer with them. 

If anyone had thought they would have realised that this 
big servant was a stranger to the retinue. Certainly no one 
would have remembered seeing him before. 

In itself that was not remarkable, for Martian nobles 
always surrounded themselves with many slaves and ser- 
vants, and these were constantly changing so that new 
faces were always appearing. Yet, if they had known it, the 
red servant was a stranger to everyone there that night. 


His actions the next day were curious, for a servant. Late 


in the morning the big servant left the palace and walked 
out into the city. It was obvious that he knew where he 
was going, because he walked briskly through the avenues 


until he came to an imposing building that rose spire-like — ’ 


to the heavens, its outer walls elaborately carved and in- 
laid with delicate mosaics. 
‘Tt was the Palace of Peace, which housed the embassies 
of foreign powers. 
12 


ij 
Ld 


w 
Q 


3 
7 


Entering, the man sought the embassy of Dusar. A 
clerk Tose questioningly as he entered, and asked for his 
credentials. The visitor slipped a plain metal armlet from 


‘ above his elbow, and pointing to an inscription upon its 
_ inner surface, whispered a word or two to the clerk. 


The latter’s eyes went wide, and his attitude turned at 


once to deference. He bowed the stranger to a seat, and 
hastened to an inner room with the armlet in his hand. 


A moment later he reappeared and conducted the caller 


_ into the presence of the minister. 


For a long time the two were alone together in the 


 minister’s office. When at last the giant serving man 


emerged from the inner office his expression was one of 


_ sinister satisfaction. From the Palace of Peace he hur- 
_ ried on to the palace of the Dusarian minister. 


That night two swift fliers left the same palace roof. 


One sped on a rapid course towards Helium. The other — 


Thuvia of Ptarth strolled in the gardens of her father’s 
palace, as was her nightly custom before retiring. Her 


_ silks and furs were drawn about her, for the air of Mars 


_ day. 


is chilly after the sun has taken its quick plunge to 
the west. 

The girl’s thoughts wandered from the impending mar- 
riage which would make her empress of Kaol, to the young 
Heliumite who had laid his heart at her feet the previous 


She raised her eyes towards the southern heavens where 
she had watched the lights of Carthoris’s flier disappear 
the previous night. Her face was unhappy, perhaps with 
pity, perhaps with regret. 

As she watched she saw another flier approaching the 
palace gardens. It came in circling, then hovered above her 
as if about to land. 

Then the powerful rays of its searchlight shot down 
from the bow. They fell upon the palace landing-stage for 
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a brief moment, revealing the figures of the Ptarthian 


guards, picking into brilliant points of fire the gems upon 
their gorgeous harness. 

Then the blazing eye swept onward across the burnished 
domes and graceful minarets, down into the garden, rest- 
ing finally upon the girl. 

For only a moment the searchlight shone upon Thuvia 
of Ptarth, then it was extinguished. Afterwards the flier 
passed on above her to disappear beyond a grove of lofty 
skeel trees that grew within the palace grounds, 

The girl stood for some time after it had left her, her head 
bent in thought. 

Who could it have been if not Carthoris? she wondered. 
She tried to feel angry with him for having returned, but 
she found it difficult to be angry with the young prince of 
Helium. 

The princess in her was shocked, though. If Carthoris 
was indeed in the flier, then it was a rash thing to return 
to the palace, transgressing all the etiquette of nations. 

And the guard? she thought. Aircraft were not allowed 
to fly over the palace without permission. Evidently they 
had been too surprised to challenge the flier, as they should 
have done. 

Thuvia now heard the Suit whirring of motors on the 
landing-stage and guessed what was happening. The 
guard had recovered from their surprise and were about to 
take off in pursuit of the invader over forbidden territory. 
~ Suddenly a long-lined patrol aircraft shot swiftly up off 
the palace landing-stage. Thuvia watched it dart swiftly 
eastward. So, too, did other eyes see it speed away. 

Within the dense shadows of the skeel grove, in a wide 
avenue beneath overspreading foliage, another flier 
hovered a dozen feet above the ground. From its flight-deck 
keen eyes watched the far-fanning searchlight of the patrol 
craft. No light shone from the lurking aircraft. Upon its 
deck was the silence of the tomb. Its crew of half a dozen 
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“red warriors watched the lights of the patrol boat dimin- 

_ishing i in the distance. 
_ “The spirits of our ancestors are with us tonight,” said 
one in a low tone. 
_ “No plan was ever carried out better,” returned another. 
_ “They did exactly as the prince foretold.” 
The man who had first spoken turned towards his com- 
- rade who sat before the control board. 
_ “Now!” he whispered. There was no other order given. © 
Evidently every man upon the aircraft had been well 
schooled in the night’s work. Silently the dark shape crept 
beneath the arches of the dark and silent grove. 

Thuvia of Ptarth, gazing towards the east, suddenly saw 

_a darker mass against the blackness of the trees as the air- 
craft glided over the buttressed garden wall. Then she 
saw the dim bulk incline gently downward towards the 
scarlet sward of the garden. 
_ Thuvia did not cry out in alarm. Why? Because she 
_ thought it was Carthoris? 

The flier touched the ground. Four men leapt out. Still 
the girl made no attempt to give the alarm. 

Then the nearer moon, rising above the surrounding 
foliage, touched their faces, lighting them with the bril- — 
liance of her silvery rays. 

Thuvia of Ptarth saw strangers — warriors in the harness 
of Dusar. Then she took fright, but it was too late! 

Before she could cry out, rough hands seized her. A 
heavy silken scarf was wound about her head. She felt her- 
self lifted in strong arms and carried to the flier. There was 

-a sudden whirl of propellers, a rushing of air, and far be- 
“neath her the shouting and challenge from the guard. 


Racing towards the south another flier sped towards 
Helium. In its cabin a tall red man bent over the soft sole 
of an upturned sandal. With delicate instruments he 
measured the faint imprint upon it. On a pad beside him 
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was the outline of a key, and now he noted the results of 
his measurements. 

A smile played upon his lips as he completed his task, 
then he turned to a warrior who waited at the opposite 
side of the table. 

“‘The man is a genius,” the giant red man remarked. 

“Only a genius could have invented such a lock. Here, 


take the sketch, Larok, and give us your genius in repro- — 


ducing it in metal.” 


The warrior-artificer bowed. ““Man makes nothing that | 
another man cannot destroy,” he said. Then he left the — 


cabin with the sketch. 


As dawn broke upon the lofty towers which mark the © 


twin cities of Helium — the scarlet tower of one and 


the yellow tower of its sister — a flier floated lazily in from | 


the north. 


Upon its bow was emblazoned the insignia of a lesser. 
noble of a far city of the empire of Helium. Its leisurely — 
approach and the evident confidence with which it moved — 
across the city aroused no suspicion in the minds of the © 
sleepy guard. Their round of duty nearly done, they had — 
little thought beyond the coming of those who were to © 


relieve them. 


Peace reigned throughout Helium. Helium had no — 


enemies. There was nothing to fear. 


Without haste the nearest air-patrol swung sluggishly | 
about and approached the stranger. At easy-speaking dis- — 
tance the officer upon her deck hailed the oncoming air- — 


craft. 


The cheery “‘Kaor!” and the plausible explanation that — 


the owner had come from distant parts for a few days of 
pleasure in gay Helium were sufficient. The air-patrol 


sheered off, passing again upon its way. The stranger con- _ 
tinued towards a public landing-stage, where she drop- — 


ped into the ways and came to rest. 
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_ At about the same time a warrior entered her cabin. 

“It is done, Vas Kor,” he said, handing a small metal 
key to the tall noble who had just risen from his sleeping 
_ silks and furs. 

“Good!” exclaimed the latter. “You must have worked 
_ upon it all during the night, Larok.” 

The warrior nodded. 
“Now fetch me the Heliumetic metal you made some 
_ days ago,” commanded Vas Kor. 

_ This done, the warrior assisted his master to replace 
the handsome jewelled metal of his harness with the 
_ plainer ornaments of an ordinary fighting man of Helium, 
_ bearing the insignia of the same house that appeared upon 

the bow of the flier. 

_ Was Kor breakfasted on board. Then he emerged upon 
the aerial dock, entered an elevator, and was borne 
quickly to the street below, where he was soon engulfed by 
the early morning throng of workers hastening to their 
daily duties. 

Among them his warrior trappings were not remarkable. 

‘All Martian men are warriors, except those physically un- 
able to bear arms. The tradesman and his clerk clank 
_with their martial trappings as they pursue their vocations. 
The schoolboy, coming into the world as he does almost 
adult from the snowy shell that has encompassed his de- 
velopment for five long years, knew nothing of life with- 
out a sword at his hip. 

_ Vas Kor’s destination lay in Greater Helium, which lies 

“some seventy-five miles across the level plain from Lesser 
Helium. He had landed at the latter city because the air- 

patrol was less suspicious and alert than that above the 
larger metropolis where lay the palace of the jeddak. 

As he moved with the throng in the park-like canyon 
_of the thoroughfare the life of an awakening Martian city 
was in evidence all about him. Houses, raised high upon 

‘their slender metal columns for the night, were dropping 
‘gently towards the ground. Among the flowers upon the 
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scarlet sward children were already playing, with hand- 


some women laughing and chatting with their neighbours 
as they picked gorgeous blossoms for the vases indoors. 
The pleasant “Kaor” of the Barsoomian greeting fell 


continually upon the ears of the stranger, as friends and — 


neighbours took up the duties of a new day. 

The district in which he had landed was residential — 
a district of merchants of the more prosperous sort. 
Everywhere were evidences of luxury and wealth. Slaves 
appeared upon every housetop with gorgeous silks and 


costly furs, laying them in the sun for airing. 


ee 


Jewel-encrusted women lolled upon the carven balconies — 
before their sleeping apartments. Later in the day they — 
would retire to the roofs when the slaves had arranged — 
couches and pitched silken canopies to shade them from — 


the sun. 


Above him raced the long, light passenger fliers, plying, — 
each at its proper altitude, between the numerous landing- — 
stages for internal passenger traffic. Landing-stages that — 
towered high into the heavens were for the great interna- — 
tional passenger liners. Freighters had other landing-stages — 


at various lower levels, to within a couple of hundred feet 
of the ground. No flier dared rise or drop from one level to 
another except in certain areas where horizontal traffic was 
forbidden. 
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At the intersection of two broad avenues Vas Kor des- | 


cended from the street level to one of the great pneumatic 
stations of the city. Here he paid his fare to his destination 
with a couple of the dull, oval coins of Helium. 

Beyond the gatekeeper he came to a slowly moving line 


— 


a 


of what to Earthly eyes would have appeared to be conical- 
nosed, eight-foot projectiles for some giant gun. In slow — 


procession the things moved in single file along a grooved 


track. Attendants assisted passengers to enter, or directed 


these carriers to their proper destination. 


Vas Kor approached one that was empty. Upon its.nose © 
was a dial and a pointer. He set the pointer for a certain — 


Fy 
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station in Greater Helium, raised the arched lid of the 
thing, stepped in and lay down upon the upholstered floor. 


q An attendant closed the lid, which locked with a little click, 


_ and the carrier continued its slow way. 
Automatically it switched itself to another track, to 


- enter, a moment later, one of a series of dark-mouthed tun- 
_ nels or tubes. 


The moment that its entire length was within the black 


_ aperture it hurtled forward with the speed of a rifle bullet. 


_ There followed a few minutes of tremendous speed, then it 


_ began to decelerate, and slowly the carrier emerged upon 
_ another platform. Another attendant raised the lid and Vas 
Kor stepped out at the station beneath the centre of 
_ Greater Helium, seventy-five miles from the point at which 


_ he had embarked. 


Here he sought the street level, stepping immediately in- 
toa waiting ground flier. He spoke no word to the slave 


_ Sitting in the driver’s seat. It was evident that he had been 


expected, and the man had received his instructions. 


Scarcely had Vas Kor taken his seat when the flier went 


quickly into the fast-moving traffic, turning presently from 


the broad and crowded avenue into a less congested street. 


_ After a while it left the thronged district and entered an 


area of small shops, where it stopped before the entrance 


_to one which bore the sign of a dealer in foreign silks. 


Vas Kor entered a low- ceilinged room. A man at the far 


| end motioned him towards an inner apartment, giving no 


further sign of recognition until he had closed the door. 

Then he faced his visitor, saluting deferentially. 

“Most noble ~” he began, but Vas Kor silenced him with 
a gesture. 

“No formalities,” he said. “We must not forget that I 
am your slave. If all has been as carefully carried out as it 
‘has been planned, we have no time to waste. Instead we 
should be upon our way to the slave market. Are you 
ready?” 

The merchant nodded, and turning to a great chest, pro- 
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duced the unemblazoned trappings of a slave. These Vas 


Kor immediately donned. Then the two passed from the — 
shop through a rear door, traversed a winding alley to an © 
avenue beyond, where they entered a flier which awaited — 


them. 
Five minutes later the merchant was leading his slave 
to the public market, where a great concourse of people 


filled the great open space in the centre of which stood the — 


slave block. 

The crowds were enormous this day, for Carthoris, 
Prince of Helium, was to be the principal bidder. 

One by one the masters mounted the rostrum beside the 


slave block upon which stood their chattels. Briefly and © 


clearly each recounted the virtues of his particular offering. 

When all were done, the major-domo of the Prince of 
Helium recalled to the block those slaves which had 
favourably impressed him. For such he made a fair offer. 
Carthoris did not approve of slavery, but this was a custom 


on Mars that he could do nothing to prevent. He bought — 


slaves, but he treated them well, like men. 


There was little haggling as to price, and none at all - 


when Vas Kor was placed upon the block. His merchant- 
master accepted the first offer that was made for him, 
and thus a Dusarian noble entered the household of Car- 
thoris. 


Treachery 


The day following the coming of Vas Kor to the palace 
of the Prince of Helium great excitement reigned through- 
out the twin cities, reaching its climax in the palace 
of Carthoris. 

Word had come of the abduction of Thuvia of Ptarth 
from her father’s court, and with it the veiled hint that 
Carthoris, Prince of Helium, might be suspected of the 
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act and of having knowledge of the whereabouts of the 
princess.) "> 

_ In the council chamber of John Carter, Warlord of Mars, 
were Tardos Mors, Jeddak of Helium; Mors Kajak, his 
_ son, Jed of Lesser Helium; Carthoris, and a score of the 
__ great nobles of the empire. 

“There must be no war between Ptarth and Helium, my 
son,” said John Carter. ‘“‘That you are innocent of the 
_ charge that has been placed against you, we well know, but 
_ Thuvan Dihn must know it, too. 

“There is only one man who can convince him, and 

_that is you. You must hasten at once to the court of 

Ptarth, and by your presence there assure him that his sus- 
_ picions are groundless. Take with you the authority of the 
_ Warlord of Barsoom, and of the Jeddak of Helium to offer 
_ every assistance of the allied powers to help Thuvan Dihn 
to recover his daughter and punish her abductors. 

“Go! I know that I do not need to urge upon you the 
necessity for haste.” 

Carthoris left the council chamber, and hurried to his 
_ palace. 

Here slaves were busy preparing the swift flier that 
would bear the Prince of Helium rapidly towards Ptarth. 

At last all was done. Only two armed slaves remained 
on guard. The setting sun hung low above the horizon. In 

a moment darkness would envelop all. 

One of the guardsmen, a giant of a fellow across whose 
right cheek ran a thin scar from temple to mouth, ap- 
proached his companion. His gaze was directed beyond 
and above his comrade. When he was close he spoke. 

“What strange craft is that?” he asked. 

The other turned to gaze upwards, Scarcely was his back 
turned towards the giant than the short-sword of the latter 
plunged beneath his left shoulder blade, straight through 
his heart. 

The soldier sank in his tracks — stone dead. Quickly the 
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murderer dragged the corpse into the black shadows with- 
in the hangar. Then he returned to the flier. 

Drawing a key from his pocket, he removed the cover 
of the right-hand dial of the controlling destination com- 
pass. For a moment he studied the construction of the 
mechanism beneath. 

A smile crossed his lips. With a pair of cutters he snip- 
ped off the projection which extended through the dial 
from the external pointer — now the latter could be moved 
to any point upon the dial without affecting the mechan- 
ism below. The eastern hemisphere dial was now useless. 

Then he turned his attention to the western dial. This he 
set upon a certain point. Afterwards he removed the cover 
of this dial also, and with a sharp tool cut the steel finger 
from the underside of the pointer. 

As quickly as possible he replaced the second dial cover, 
and resumed his place on guard. To all intents and pur- 
poses the compass was as efficient as before, but now the 
device was set, immovably, upon a destination of the 
slave’s own choosing. 

Minutes later came Carthoris, accompanied by a hand- 
ful of his followers. He cast only a casual glance upon the 
single slave who stood guard. The fellow’s thin, cruel lips, 
and the sword-cut that ran from temple to mouth stirred an 
unpleasant memory within him. He wondered where Saran 
Tal had found the man — then the matter faded from his 
thoughts. 

In another moment the Prince of Helium was laughing 
and chatting with his companions, though below the sur- 
face his heart was cold with dread, for what had happened 
to Thuvia of Ptarth he could not even guess. 

His first thought, naturally, had been that Astok of 
Dusar had stolen the fair Ptarthian, but simultaneously 
with the report of the abduction had come news of the 
great fétes at Dusar in honour of the return of the jeddak’s 
son to the court of his father. 

It could not have been Astok, thought Carthoris, for on 
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_ the very night that Thuvia was taken Astok had been in 

_ Dusar, and yet -— 

_ He entered the flier, exchanging casual remarks with his 

_ companions as he unlocked the mechanism of the compass 

__ and set the pointer upon the capital city of Ptarth. 

_ With a word of farewell he touched the button which 

_ controlled the repulsive rays, and as the flier rose lightly 

_ into the air, the engine purred in answer to the touch of his 
finger upon a second button. The propellers whirred as 
his hand drew back the speed lever, and Carthoris, Prince 

_ of Helium, was off into the gorgeous Martian night be- 
_neath the hurtling moons and the million stars. 

Scarcely had the flier reached its top speed than 
Carthoris, wrapping his sleeping silks and furs about 
him, stretched at full length upon the narrow deck to sleep. 

_ Butsleep did not come at once. 

Instead, his thoughts ran riot in his brain, driving sleep 

away. He recalled the words of Thuvia of Ptarth, words 

_ that had half-assured him that she loved him, for when he 
had asked her if she loved Kulan Tith, she had answered 
only that she was promised to him. 

Now he saw that her reply was open to more than 
a single construction. It might, of course, mean that she did 
not love Kulan Tith, and so, by inference, might be taken 
to mean that she loved someone else. 

- But why should he think that the other was Carthoris of 
Helium? He was in a depressed frame of mind and the 

more he thought upon it the more certain he became that 

not only was there no assurance in her words that she loved 

him, but none either in any act of hers. No, the fact was, 

she did not love him. She loved another. She had not been 

abducted — she had fled willingly with her lover, he decided 
-wretchedly. 

With such thoughts filling him alternately with despair 
and rage, Carthoris at last dropped into the sleep of utter 
exhaustion. 

The breaking of the sudden dawn found him still 
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asleep. His flier was rushing swiftly above a barren, ochre > 


plain — the world-old bottom of a long-dead Martian sea. 

In the distance rose low hills. Towards these the craft 
was headed. As it approached them, a great promontory 
_ might have been seen from its deck, stretching out into 
what had once been a mighty ocean, and circling back 
once more to enclose the forgotten harbour of a forgotten 
city. Stretching back from its deserted quays was an im- 
posing pile of wondrous architecture of a long-dead past. 

, The countless dismal windows, vacant and forlorn, 
stared sightless from their marble walls, the whole sad city 


taking on the semblance of scattered mounds of eee . 


men’s sun-bleached skulls. 

Closer came the flier, but now its speed was diminishing 
— yet this was not Ptarth. 

Above the central plaza it stopped, slowly settling dow 
Within a hundred yards of the ground it came to rest, 
floating gently in the light air, and at the same instant an 
alarm sounded in the sleeper’s ear. 

Carthoris sprang to his feet. Below him he expected to 
see the teeming metropolis of Ptarth. Beside him, already, 
there should have been an air-patrol. 

But Carthoris gazed about in bewildered astonishment. 
There indeed was a great city, but it was not Ptarth. No 
multitudes surged through its broad avenues. No signs of 
life broke the dead monotony of its deserted roof tops. 
No gorgeous silks, no priceless furs lent life and colour to 
the cold marble and the gleaming ersite. 

No patrol boat lay ready with its familiar challenge. 
Silent and empty lay the great city - empty and silent the 
surrounding air. 

What had happened? 

Carthoris examined the dial of his compass. The pointer 
was set upon Ptarth. Could the instrument have betrayed 
him? He would not believe it. 

Quickly he unlocked the cover, turning it back upon its 
hinge. A single glance showed him the truth — the steel pro- 
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_ jection that communicated the movement of the pointer 
upon the dial to the heart of the mechanism had been 
_ severed. 


* 


Who could have done it — and why? 
Carthoris could not hazard even a faint guess. But the 


_ thing now was to learn in what part of the world he was, 


and then take up his interrupted journey once more. 

If it had been the intention of some enemy to delay him, 
he had succeeded well, thought Carthoris, as he unlocked 
the cover of the second dial. 

Beneath the second dial he found the steel pin severed 
as in the other, but he saw that the controlling mechanism 
had first been set for a point upon the western hemisphere. 

He had just time to judge his location roughly at some 
place south-west of Helium, and at a considerable distance 
from the twin cities, when he was startled by a woman’s 
scream beneath him. : 

Leaning over the side of the flier, he saw a red woman 
being dragged across the plaza by a huge, green warrior — 
one of those fierce, cruel denizens of the dead sea-bottoms 


- and deserted cities of dying Mars. 


Carthoris waited to see no more. Reaching for the con- 


_ trol board, he sent his aircraft racing towards the ground. 


The green man was hurrying his captive towards a huge 


- thoat that browsed upon the ochre vegetation of the once 


_ scarlet-gorgeous plaza. At the same moment a dozen red 


warriors leapt from the entrance of a nearby palace, pur- 
suing the green man with naked swords and shouts of rage. 

Then the woman turned her face upward towards the 
flier, and Carthoris saw it was Thuvia of Ptarth! 
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A Green Man’s Captive 


When the light of day broke upon the aircraft which had 
abducted Thuvia, she saw that a change had been made 
during the night in the attire of her captors. 

No longer did their trappings gleam with the metal of 
Dusar, but instead emblazoned there was the insignia of 
the Prince of Helium. 

The girl felt renewed hope, for she could not believe that 
Carthoris would harm her. 

She spoke to the warrior sitting before the control board. 

“Last night you wore the trappings of a Dusarian,” 
she said. ‘‘Now your metal is that of Helium. What does it 
mean?” 

The man looked at her with a grin. 

**The Prince of Helium is no fool,” he said. 

Just then an officer emerged from the tiny cabin. He 
reprimanded the warrior for talking with the prisoner, nor 
would he himself reply to any of her questions. 


No harm threatened her during the journey, and so they 
came at last to their destination with the girl no wiser as | 


to her abductors or their intentions than at first. 

Here the flier settled slowly into the plaza of one of those 
mute monuments of Mars’ dead and forgotten past — the 
deserted cities that fringe the sad ochre sea-bottoms, 


Thuvia of Ptarth was no stranger to such places. She — 
knew that many of them were now used by the nomadic ~ 


tribes of green men, though they were shunned by the red 
men, for without exception they stood amidst vast, water- 
less tracts, unsuited for the existence of the dominant race 
of Martians. 
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Why, then, were they bringing her to such a place? There ' 


was but a single answer. Such was the nature of their work 


that they had to seek the seclusion that a dead city afforded. 
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_ The girl trembled at the thought of her plight. 

For two days her captors kept her within a huge palace 
_that even in decay reflected the splendour of the age which 
earlier days had known. 

_ Just before dawn on the third day she was roused by 
_ the voices of two of her abductors. 

“He should be here by dawn,” one was saying. “Have 

her in readiness upon the plaza or else he will never land. 
The moment he finds he is in a strange country he will turn 
round. I think the prince’s plan is weak in that one spot.” 

“There was no other way,” replied the other. “It will be 
clever work to get them both here at all, and even if we do 
not succeed in luring him to the ground, we shall have 
achieved something.” 

Just then the speaker caught sight of Thuvia watch- 
ing him. With a quick sign to the other, he stopped speak- 
ing. Advancing towards the girl he motioned her to rise. 
Then he led her out into the night towards the centre of 
the great plaza. 

“Stand here,” he commanded, “until we come for you. 
We shall be watching you and if you attempt to escape it 
will go ill with you — much worse than death. Such are the 
prince’s orders.” 

Then he turned and retraced his steps towards the 
palace, leaving her alone to the unseen terrors of the 
haunted city. . 

' Thuvia stood there, time passing, her thoughts on the 
wild things that often inhabited these dead cities. Particu- 
larly she thought of the great white apes, those ferocious, 
man-like beasts. ... 

What was that? 

Surely she could not be mistaken. Something had 
moved, stealthily, in the shadow of one of the great mono- 
liths that lined the avenue opposite her! 


Thar Ban, jed among the hordes of Torquas, rode 
2 


swiftly across the ochre vegetation of the dead sea-bottom — 
towards the ruins of ancient Aaanthor. # 

He had ridden far that night, and fast, for he had just — 
come from the despoiling of the incubator of a neighbour- 
ing green people with which the hordes of Torquas were — 
perpetually warring. 4 

His giant thoat was far from tired, yet it would be well, — 
thought Thar Ban, to let him graze upon the ochre moss | 5 
which grew within the protected courtyards of deserted — 
cities. é 

As Thar Ban rode noiselessly up the broad avenue which 
led from the quays of Aaanthor to the great central plaza, 
he and his mount might have been mistaken for spectres 
from a world of dreams. They were grotesque, man and — 
beast, the great thoat’s padded feet soundless upon the — 
moss-grown flagging of the ancient pavement. ; 

The man was a splendid specimen of his race. Fully fif- — 
teen feet he towered, and the moonlight glistened against — 
his glossy green hide, sparkling the jewels of his heavy ~ 
harness and the ornaments on his four muscular arms, — 
while the upcurving tusks of his lower jaw gleamed white — 
and terrible. é 

At the side of his thoat were slung his long radium rifle © 
and his great, forty-foot, metal-shod spear. From his own ~ 
harness hung his long and short swords. 

His protruding eyes and antennae-like ears turned con- — 
stantly hither and thither, for Thar Ban was still in the — 
country of the enemy. Also, there was always the menace of — 
the great white apes, which, John Carter often said, were 
the only creatures that could arouse in the green men the 
remotest semblance of fear. 

As the rider neared the plaza, he reined suddenly. His 
slender, tubular ears pointed rigidly forward. A sound 
had reached them. Voices! And where there were voices, 
outside of Torquas, there too were enemies. All the world 
of wide Barsoom contained only enemies for the fierce 
Torquasians, 
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Thar Ban dismounted. Keeping in the shadows of the 


: great monoliths that lined the Avenue of Quays, he ap- 


yw 


proached the plaza. Behind him, like a hound at heel, 


came the slate-grey thoat, his white belly shadowed by his 
_ barrel, his vivid yellow feet merging into the yellow of the 


moss beneath them. 
In the centre of the plaza Thar Ban was surprised to see 


_the figure of a red woman. A red warrior was talking to 


her. Then the man turned and retraced his steps towards 
the palace at the opposite end of the plaza. 

Thar Ban watched until he disappeared. Then he licked 
his lips. Here was a captive worth having! Seldom did a 
female of their hereditary enemies fall to the lot of a green 
man. 


Thuvia of Ptarth watched the shadow behind the mono- 


-Jith. She hoped it might be the figment of an overwrought 


imagination. 

But no! Now, clearly and distinctly, she saw it move. 
Then it came from behind the shelter of the building. 

The sudden light of the rising sun fell upon it. The girl 


_ trembled. The thing was a huge green warrior! 


Swiftly it sprang towards her. She screamed and tried 
to flee, but she had barely turned towards the palace when 
a giant hand fell upon her arm. She was whirled about, and 
half-dragged, half-carried towards a huge thoat that was 
grazing on the ochre moss of the plaza. . 

At the same moment she turned her face upward to- 
wards the whirring sound of something above her. She saw 


a swift flier descending, the head and shoulders of a man 


leaning over the side. But the man’s features were 
shadowed, so that she did not recognize him. 

Suddenly from behind her came the shouts of her red 
abductors. Their plans had gone wrong. They were racing 
madly after the green man who dared to steal what they 
had already stolen. 
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As Thar Ban reached his mount he snatched his long I, 
radium rifle from its boot. Wheeling, he poured three shots _ 


into the oncoming red men. 


Such was the uncanny marksmanship of the Martian i 
savages that three red warriors instantly dropped in their — 


tracks as three projectiles exploded in their bodies. 


The others halted, for they did not dare return the fire in i 


case they wounded the girl. 
Thar Ban vaulted on to the back of his thoat, Thuvia of 
Ptarth still in his arms. With a savage cry of triumph he 


disappeared down the black canyon of the Avenue of © 


Quays between the sullen palaces of forgotten Aaanthor. 


Carthoris’ flier had not touched the ground before he — 
sprang from it and raced after the swift thoat, whose eight — 
long legs were sending it down the avenue at the speed of 


an express train. 
But the men of Dusar had seen him and recognised him. 


It put an idea into their heads. They had lost the girl. That ; 


would be a difficult thing to explain to Astok, but some — 


leniency might be expected if they could carry the Prince 
of Helium to their master instead. 

So the three who remained set upon Carthoris with their 
long-swords, calling to him to surrender. They might just 
as well have saved their breath, for Carthoris of Helium 
was a true son of the Warlord of Mars and his incompar- 
able mother, Dejah Thoris. 

Carthoris’ long-sword was in his hand as he leapt from 
the deck of the flier, so the moment he realised the menace 
of the three red warriors, he wheeled to face them, meet- 
ing their onslaught as only John Carter himself might have 
done. 

So swift was his sword, so mighty and agile his half- 
Earthly muscles, that one of his opponents was down, 
crimsoning the ochre moss with his life-blood, when he had 
made only a single pass at Carthoris. 
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- Now the two remaining Dusarians rushed simultan- 
eously upon the Heliumite. Three long-swords clashed, 

_until the great white apes, roused from their slumbers, crept 

_to the windows of the dead city to watch the bloody scene 
beneath them. 

Three times Carthoris was touched, so that the red blood 
ran down his face, blinding him and dyeing his broad chest. 
With his free hand he wiped the blood from his eyes then, 

with the fighting smile of his father touching his lips, he 

leapt upon his antagonists with renewed fury. 

_ A single cut of his heavy sword split the head of one of 
them, and at that the other, backing away from that point 
of-death, turned and fled towards the palace. 

Carthoris made no attempt to pursue him. Thuvia was 
more important to him than revenge. But he had noticed in 

the fighting that the red men who had attacked him were 

“wearing the metal and insignia of his own personal fol- 
lowers. Yet they were strangers. 

Turning quickly he raced towards his flier and soon was 
rising from the plaza in pursuit of Thar Ban. 

Now the red warrior whom he had put to flight turned 
in the entrance to the palace. Seeing Carthoris rising to fly 

away he snatched up a rifle and opened fire. 

The first projectile grazed the flier’s side. There was a 
sharp explosion. Carthoris felt his craft reel drunkenly be- 
neath him, then the engine stopped. _ 

‘The momentum of the flier, however, carried her on over 
the city towards the sea-bottom beyond. 
_ The red warrior in the plaza fired several more shots, 

‘none of which hit. Then a lofty minaret shut the drifting 
aircraft from his view. 

In the distance Carthoris could see the green warrior 
bearing Thuvia of Ptarth away upon his mighty thoat. The 
direction of his flight was towards the north-west of 
Aaanthor, where lay a mountainous country little known 
to red men. 

The Heliumite now gave his attention to his injured 
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craft. A close examination revealed the fact that one of the 
buoyancy tanks had been punctured, but the engine itself 
was uninjured. 

A splinter from the projectile had damaged one of the 
control levers, but after considerable tinkering, Carthoris 


vA 
ieee sae viisieiniaciaiiimeeell 


was able to propel his wounded flier at low speed, a rate, — 


though, which could not approach that of the thoat. 


The Prince of Helium chafed and fretted at the slowness — 
of his pursuit, yet he was thankful that the damage was no © 
worse, for at least he was still travelling faster than he — 


could do on foot. 


But even this meagre satisfaction was soon to be denied { 
him, for after a while the flier began to sag in the nose. — 
Evidently the damage to the buoyancy tanks was more — 


serious than he had at first believed. 
For the rest of that long day Carthoris crawled errati- 


cally through the still air, the bow of the flier sinking lower 


and lower. 


His forward movement was now a mere drifting with — 
the gentle breeze that blew out of the south-east. When — 
this died with the setting of the sun, he let the flier sink 


gently to the mossy carpet beneath. 


Far before him loomed the mountains towards which ~ 


the green man had been fleeing when last seen. With dog- — 
ged resolution the son of John Carter, endowed with the © 


indomitable will of his mighty sire, took up the pursuit on 
foot. 


All that night he kept going until, with the dawning of a 


new day, he entered the low foothills that guard the ap- « 


proach to the mountains of Torquas. 


Rugged, granite walls towered before him. Nowhere — 


could he see an opening through the formidable barrier, 


yet somewhere into this inhospitable world of stone the 


green warrior had taken the girl he loved. 


Across the yielding moss of the sea-bottom there was — 


no trail to follow, for the soft pads of the thoat merely pres- 
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sed down the resilient vegetation which sprang up again 

behind his fleeing feet, leaving no sign. 

_ Here in the hills, where black loam and wild flowers 
broke the sombre monotony of the lowlands, Carthoris 

hoped to find some tracks that would lead him in the right 
direction. Yet, search as he would, he was unable to find a 
trail. 

It was drawing towards the end of the day when the keen 
eyes of the Heliumite spotted the tawny yellow of a sleek 
hide moving among the boulders several hundred yards to 
his left. 

Crouching quickly behind a large rock, Carthoris 

watched the thing before him. It was a huge banth, one of 

those savage Barsoomian lions that roam the desolate hills 
of the'dying planet. 

The banth’s nose was Coe to the ground. It was evident 
that he was following the spoor of meat by scent. 

As Carthoris watched him, a great hope leapt into his 

heart. Here, possibly, might lie a solution to his problem. 
This hungry carnivore, always keen for the flesh of man, 

might even now be trailing Thuvia and her captor. 

_ Cautiously he crept out on the trail of the man-eater. 
Along the base of a perpendicular cliff the creature 
moved, sniffing at the invisible spoor, and now and then 
emitting the low moan of the hunting banth. 

Carthoris had followed the creature for only a few min- 
utes, however, when it disappeared as suddenly and mys- 
teriously as though dissolved into thin air. 

He leapt forward instantly and raced at a reckless pace 
to the spot where he had last seen the great, skulking brute. 

Before him loomed the sheer cliff, its face unbroken by 
any aperture into which the huge banth might have 
wormed its great carcass. Beside him was a great, flat 

boulder. 
_ Perhaps the banth was in hiding behind it? The brute 
might have realised there was a man upon his trail, and 
even now be lying in wait for an easy prey. 
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Cautiously, with drawn long-sword, Carthoris crept 
round the corner of the rock. But no banth was there. 

Instead, before him yawned the mouth of a dark cave 
leading downward into the ground. Through this the banth 
must have disappeared. Was it his lair? Within its dark 
and forbidding interior might there not lurk not one but 
many of the fearsome creatures? 


Not for a moment, though, did he hesitate. With ready 


sword he went forward. As he advanced, the blackness be- 
came impenetrable. 


The Fair Race 


Downward along a smooth, broad floor led the strange 


tunnel. Ahead of him he could hear the occasional low — 


moan of the banth. Suddenly, from behind, came a similar 
uncanny sound. Another banth had entered the passage- 
way on his trail! 

His position was anything but pleasant. His eyes could 
not penetrate the darkness at all, though the banths, he 
knew, could see quite well in the gloom. 

No sounds came to his ears other than the dismal, blood- 
thirsty moanings of the beast ahead and the beast behind. 

The banth behind was gaining on him, crowding him 


perilously close upon the heels of the beast in front. Soon. 


he would have to do battle with one, or both. He gripped 
his weapon tightly. 


Now he could hear the breathing of the banth at his 
heels even more clearly. He could not delay the inevitable — 


much longer. 

He glanced back. Blazing out of the darkness, seemingly 
not ten paces behind him, glared two flaming points of 
fire. As the savage eyes met his, the beast emitted a fright- 
ful roar and then charged. 

To face that savage mountain of onrushing ferocity 
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“required nerves of steel, but of such were the nerves 


_ of Carthoris of Helium. 
He had the brute’s eyes to guide him. Quick as light- 


i ning, as the brute leapt at him, his sword stabbed at a blaz- 
_ ing eye-ball and he sprang to one side. 


_ With a hideous scream of pain and rage, the wounded 
banth hurtled past him. Then it turned to charge again, but 
now Carthoris saw one single gleaming point of fiery 
hate directed upon him. 

Again the point of his sword met its flashing target. 


Again the terrible cry of the stricken beast reverberated 
through the rocky tunnel, shocking in its torture-laden 


shrillness, deafening in its thunderous volume. 
Then the blinded banth went careering along the tunnel, 


_and Carthoris ran after it, and to his joy within minutes he 
came out into moonlight. 


Before him lay a deep hollow, entirely surrounded by 
gigantic cliffs. The surface of the valley was dotted with 


enormous trees, a strange sight so far froma Martian 


waterway. The ground itself was clothed in brilliant scar- 


let sward, picked out with innumerable patches of gor- 


geous wild flowers. 

Only for an instant, however, did his gaze rest upon 
the scene before him. Almost immediately his eyes be- 
came riveted upon a great banth standing across the car- 
cass of a newly-killed thoat. 

‘The huge beast, his tawny mane bristling around his 
hideous head, had his eyes fixed upon the blind banth which 
charged erratically hither and thither, with shrill screams of 
pain, and tremendous roars of hate and rage. 

Carthoris looked at the thoat. The harness was still 
upon the body of the huge Martian mount, and Carthoris 
had no doubt that this was the animal upon which the green 
warrior had borne away Thuvia of Ptarth. 

But where were the rider and his prisoner? The Prince 
of Helium shuddered as he thought of the fate that might 
have overtaken them. Q 
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Human flesh is the food most craved by the fierce Bar- 
soomian lion. Two human bodies would only have whetted 
the creature’s appetite. 

The sightless banth now passed beyond the kill of its 
fellow, and a light breeze wafted the scent of new blood to 
its nostrils. And then its movements ceased to be erratic. 

With outstretched tail and foaming jaws it charged 
straight as an arrow for the body of the thoat. 

When the charging banth was twenty paces from the dead 
thoat the killer gave vent to a hideous challenge, and with 
a mighty spring leapt to meet it. 

The battle that ensued awed even the warlike Barsoom- 
ian. The mad rending, the hideous roaring, the implacable — 
savagery of the blood-stained beasts held him fascinated. 

When it was over and the two creatures, their heads and 
shoulders torn to ribbons, lay with their dead jaws still 
buried in each other’s throats, Carthoris tore himself away 
only by an effort of will. 

Hurrying to the side of the dead thoat, he searched for 
traces of the girl. He felt sure she had shared the thoat’s 
fate, but nowhere could he find anything to confirm his 
fears. 

With slightly lightened heart he set off to explore the 
valley, but he had taken barely a dozen steps when 
the glistening of a jewel lying on the sward caught his eye. 

As he picked it up his first glance showed him it was a 
woman’s hair ornament, while emblazoned on it was the in- 
signia of the royal house of Ptarth. But there was blood, 
still wet, upon the magnificent jewels. 

Carthoris choked at the thought of what might have 
happened. But he still would not give up hope. 

It was impossible that such a radiant creature could have 
met so hideous an end. It was unbelievable that the glorious 
Thuvia could have died in the claws of a banth. 

He fastened her jewel to his already jewel-encrusted har- 
ness, then proceeded on his way into the heart of the un- 
known valley. 
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_ For the most part the giant trees shut off his view. 

_ Occasionally, however, he caught glimpses of towering 

hills that bounded the valley on either side, but he knew 

_ they were far off, and the extent of the valley was immense. 

For half the night he continued his search, until suddenly — 

_ he was brought to a halt by the distant squealing of thoats. 

_ Guided by the noise of those habitually angry beasts, he 
_ stole forward through the trees until at last he came upon 

a level, treeless plain, in the centre of which a mighty city 

reared its burnished domes and vividly coloured towers. 

_ Near to the walled city Carthoris saw a huge encamp- 

ment of the green warriors of the dead sea-bottoms. His 
eyes roved over the distant city and he realised that here 

- was no deserted metropolis of a dead past. 

But what city could it be? His studies had taught him 

_ that in this little-explored area of Barsoom the fierce tribe 
of Torquasian green men ruled supreme. As yet, however, 

no red man had succeeded in piercing to the heart of their 

- domain to return again to the world of civilisation. 

_ The men of Torquas had perfected huge guns with which 

they had repuised the few efforts that nearby red nations 
had made to explore their country by means of fleets of 
airships. 

- Carthoris was sure he was within the boundary of 
Torquas, but he had never dreamed such a wonderful city 
existed. 

_ The camp of green warriors lay about five hundred yards 
from the city walls. Between the camp and the city were 

‘no defences or protection against rifle or cannon fire, yet 
‘distinctly now in the light of the rising sun Carthoris could 
see many figures moving along the summit of the high wall. 

He was sure they were human beings like himself, 
though they were at too great a distance for him to be posi- 
tive they were red men. 

Almost immediately after sunrise the green warriors be- 
gan firing upon the little figures upon the wall. To 
Carthoris’ surprise the fire was not returned, though the 

at 


city’s inhabitants sought shelter from the marksmanship 
of the green men, and no further sign of life was visible 
beyond the wall. 

Then Carthoris, keeping within the shelter of the trees, 
began to circle the besiegers’ line, hoping against hope 
that somewhere he would obtain sight of Thuvia of Ptarth, 
for even now he could not believe she was dead. 

It was a miracle he was not discovered, for mounted 
warriors were constantly riding back and forth from the 
camp into the forest. The long day wore on and still he 
continued his seemingly fruitless quest, until, near sunset, 
he came opposite a mighty gate in the city’s western wall. 

Here seemed to be the principal force of the attacking 
horde. Here, also, a great platform had been erected 
whereon Carthoris could see squatting a huge green war- 
rior, surrounded by others of his kind. 

This, Carthoris thought, must be the notorious Hortan 
Gur, Jeddak of ‘Torquas, the fierce old ogre of the south- 
western hemisphere. Only for a jeddak are platforms 
raised in temporary camps or upon the march by the green 
hordes of Barsoom. 

As the Heliumite watched he saw another green war- 
rior push his way forward towards the rostrum. Beside 
him he dragged a captive, and as the surrounding warriors 
parted to let them pass, Carthoris caught a fleeting 
glimpse of the prisoner. 

His heart leapt in rejoicing. Thuvia of Ptarth still 
lived! 

It ‘was with difficulty that Carthoris restrained the im- 
pulse to rush forward to the side of the Ptarthian princess. 
In the end, though, his better judgment prevailed, for in 
the face of such odds he knew he would have been uselessly 
throwing away any future opportunity to help her. 

He saw her dragged to the foot of the rostrum, where 
Hortan Gur addressed her. He could not hear the creature’s 
words, nor Thuvia’s reply, but it must have angered the 
green monster, for Carthoris saw him leap towards the 
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prisoner, striking her a cruel blow across the face with his 
metal-banded arm. 

_ Then the son of John Carter, Jeddak of Jeddaks, War- 
_ lord of Barsoom, really went mad. The old, blood-red haze 
_ through which his sire had glared at countless foes, floated 
_ beforehiseyes. | 

_ His half-Earthly muscles sent him in enormous leaps 
_and bounds towards the green monster who had struck the 
~ woman he loved. 

The Torquasians were looking away from him, all eyes 


: concentrated on the girl and their jeddak. Hideous laughter 


_ Tang out in appreciation of the green emperor’s reply to 
_ his prisoner’s appeal for liberty. 
Carthoris had covered about half the distance between 
_the forest and the green warriors, when a new factor further 
diverted their attention. 
_ Upon a high tower within the beleaguered city a man 


appeared. From his upturned mouth there issued a series . 


of terrifying cries, uncanny calls that swept, shrill and 


frightening, across the city’s walls to the. ears of the — 


besiegers. 

Once, twice, three times the fearsome sound rang out 
and then far away across the broad woods came an answer- 
_ingcry. ‘ 

_ It was only the first. For from every point rose similar 
“savage cries, until the world seemed to tremble to their 
_reverberations. 
The green warriors looked nervously at each other. They 
did not know fear, as Earthmen know it, but in the face 
_ of the unusual their usual self-assurance deserted them. 

And then the great gate in the city wall opposite the 
platform of Hortan Gur swung suddenly wide open. From 
it marched as strange a sight as Carthoris had ever wit- 


nessed. 


Issuing from the city were tall bowmen, marching behind 


long, oval shields. Astonished, Carthoris noted their flow- 
ing auburn hair, and ancient hunters’ costume. But, even 
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more astonished, he noted the things that marched with 
- the bowmen. They were fierce Barsoomian lions! 

Then he was in the midst of the surprised Torquasians. 
With drawn long-sword he was suddenly among them, 
and to Thuvia of Ptarth, whose startled eyes were first to 
fall on him, it seemed she was looking upon John Carter 
himself, so strangely similar to the fighting of the father 
was that of the son. 

Even to the famous fighting smile of the Virginian the 
resemblance was true! And the sword arm! The subtle- 
ness of it, and the speed! 

All about was turmoil and confusion. Green warriors 
were leaping to the backs of their restive, squealing thoats. 


Calots were growling out their savage gutturals, whining : 


to be at the throats of the oncoming foemen. 

Thar Ban and another warrior were the first to note the 
coming of Carthoris. It was with them he battled for pos- 
session of the red girl, while the other green men flooded on 
to the plain to give battle to the advancing host. 

Carthoris tried not only to defend Thuvia of Ptarth but 
also to reach the hideous Hortan Gur so that he could 
avenge the blow the creature had struck the girl. 

He succeeded in reaching the rostrum just as Hortan 
Gur was about to leap from it on to the back of his 
thoat. 

As Carthoris sprang on to the platform he drew Thuvia 
up beside him, then turned upon the departing jeddak with 
an angry challenge and a sword thrust. 

As the Heliumite’s point pricked his green hide, Hortan 
Gur turned upon his adversary with a snarl. At that mo- 
ment, however, two of his chieftains called to him for help, 
for the charge of the fair-skinned inhabitants of the city 
was developing into a more serious matter than the Tor- 
quasians had anticipated. 

Instead of remaining to battle with Carthoris, Hortan 
Gur snarled that he would deal with him after he had dis- 
posed of the presumptuous citizens of the walled city. 
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_ Then, leaping astride his thoat, Hortan Gur galloped off to 


meet the advancing bowmen. 
The other green warriors quickly followed their jeddak, 


_ leaving Thuvia and Carthoris alone upon the platform. 


Between them and the city raged a tremendous battle. 
The fair-skinned warriors, armed only with their long 


' bows and a short-handled war-axe, were almost helpless 


at close quarters against the savage, mounted green men. 
From a distance, though, their sharp arrows did just as 
much execution as the radium projectiles of the green men. 

But if the warriors themselves were outclassed, not so 
their savage companions, the fierce banths. Scarcely had 
the two lines come together when hundreds of the appalling 
creatures leapt among the Torquasians, dragging warriors 
from their thoats — dragging down the huge thoats, too, 
and bringing consternation to all before them. 

The strength of the citizenry, too, was to their advan- 
tage, for it seemed that hardly a warrior fell but that his 
place was taken by a score more. They poured in a constant 


stream from the city’s great gate to the aid of their com- 


rades on the battlefield. 

- And so it came about that, with the ferocity of the banths 
and the numbers of the bowmen, at last the Torquasians 
fell back until, in time, the platform on which stood Car- 
thoris and Thuvia was in the middle of the fight. 

_ Neither was struck by bullet or arrow, which seemed a 
miracle to both. At last the tide rolled completely past 
them. Now they were alone between the fighters and the 
city, except for the dying and the dead, and a score or so of 
growling banths, less well-trained than their fellows, who 
prowled among the corpses seeking meat. 

To Carthoris the mystifying part of the battle had been 
the terrific toll taken by the bowmen with their relatively 
puny weapons. He could not see a single wounded green 
man, though the corpses of their dead lay thick upon the 
field of battle. 

Death seemed instantly to follow the slightest pinprick 
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of a bowman’s arrow, nor apparently did one ever miss 


its target. There could be only one explanation — the mis- — 


siles were poison-tipped. 
In time the sound of conflict died in the distant forest. 
Quiet reigned, broken only by the growling of the feasting 


banths. Now Carthoris turned towards. Thuvia of Ptarth, | 


for until that moment neither had spoken. 

“Where are we, Thuvia?” he asked. ‘ 

The girl looked at him questioningly. His very presence 
seemed to confirm a guilty knowledge of her abduction. 
How else could he have known the destination of the flier 
that had brought her there? 

“Who should know better than the Prince of Helium?” 
she asked in return. ““Didn’t you come here of your own free 
will?” 

Carthoris shook his head. Then he began his story, how 
he had heard of her abduction and the rumours which con- 
nected his name with it. Thuvia gazed at him, wide-eyed 
with astonishment, as she heard of the tampering with his 
compass which had been designed to force him down in 
the ruined city of Aaanthor. 

Then it was Thuvia’s turn to explain. 

“So you thought me guilty?” he asked with a smile. 

“What else could I believe?” she asked. 

Carthoris looked at her. She was very lovely. He spoke 
softly. 

“If I thought you loved me, I would have risked every- 
thing, even abducting you with the possibility of war fol- 
lowing. But you have given no hint.” 

Thuvia of Ptarth looked into his face for several mo- 
ments. Her breast was rising and falling as though under 
some great emotion. She half took a step towards him. 
Her lips parted as though to speak - swiftly and impet- 
uously. 

And then she conquered whatever had moved her. 

“It is not for a princess to give a hint.” Thuvia spoke 
_ quietly, calmly, her voice almost cold. ‘“You must also re- 
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_ member that Iam betrothed to a man I shall marry.” 
___ Carthoris was hurt by the girl’s tone. He had half-hoped 
_ she might hint that his love would be acceptable — a little 
iE gratitude at least was due to him, he felt, but all he was 
receiving was coolness. 

The Prince of Helium shrugged his broad shoulders. The 
_ girl noted it and also the little smile that touched his lips, 
_ so that it became her turn to be hurt. 

Of course she had not meant to hurt him. But equally 
she could not encourage him in his love for her. It was all 
_ very difficult, she thought wearily. 

He reverted to his original question. 

“Where are we?” he asked. “For I don’t know.” 

‘Neither do I,” replied the girl. 

“When the bowmen return we shall probably learn all 
there is to know,” said Carthoris. “Let us hope they are 
friendly. I wonder, what race are they? In ancient paintings 
of deserted cities of the dead sea-bottoms are depicted such 
a race of auburn-haired, fair-skinned people. Have we 
stumbled upon a surviving city of the past age which all 
Barsoom believes buried beneath the ages?”’ 

Thuvia was looking towards the forest into which the 
green men and pursuing bowmen had disappeared. From 
a great distance came the hideous cries of banths, and an 
occasional shot. 

_ “Tt is strange they do not return,”’ said the girl. 

“At least one would expect to see the wounded limping 
or being carried back to the city,” replied Carthoris, with a 
- puzzled frown. “But how about the wounded nearer the 
city? Have they been carried inside?”’ 

Both turned their eyes towards the field between them 
and the walled city, where the fighting had been most 
furious. 

The banths were there, still growling over their hideous . 
feast. 

Carthoris looked at Thuvia in astonishment. Then he 
pointed towards the field, 
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“Where are they?” he whispered. “What has become of 
their dead and wounded?” 


The Jeddak of Lothar 


The girl could only stare in blank astonishment. 

‘They lay in piles,” she said incredulously. ““There were 
thousands of them here only a minute ago!” 

“And now,” said Carthoris helplessly, “there are only 
banths and the carcasses of green men.” 

“They must have come out and carried the dead bow- 
men away while we were talking,”’ said the girl. 

“That’s impossible! Thousands of dead lay there 
upon the field only a moment ago. It would have required 
many hours to have removed them. The thing is uncanny!”’ 

They both stood there, very uneasy. He heard Thuvia 
whisper, ‘I had hoped we would be safe with these people, 
but now —” 

Now, thought Carthoris grimly, who could feel safe 
with a people whose dead vanished into thin air? 


“Let us chance it,” Carthoris said suddenly. “We shall — 


- beno worse off within their walls than outside them.” 


But the banths ... they stood between them and the city. f 
Carthoris frowned and gripped his sword, staring at the 


savage beasts. 
The girl seemed to read his thoughts, for she smiled and 
said, ““Do not worry, the banths will not hurt us.” 


As she spoke she descended from the platform, and with ; 


Carthoris at her side stepped fearlessly out upon the 
bloody field in the direction of the walled city of mystery. 
They had walked only a short distance when a banth, 
looking up from its gory feast, saw them. With an angry 
roar the beast stalked towards them and at the sound 
banths began to close in upon the pair. 
Carthoris drew his long-sword. The girl stole a quick 
44 


‘ Ld 
oS 
: 


BLA: 


glance at his face. She saw the smile upon his lips, and 
_knew he was unafraid. 
_ “You may sheath your sword,” she said. “I told you the 
banths would not harm us. Look!” As she spoke she 
walked quickly towards the nearest animal. 
_ Carthoris would have leapt after her to protect her, but 
‘with a gesture she motioned him to return. He heard her 
calling to the banths in a low, singsong voice that was half- 
purr. 

Instantly the great heads came up and all the wicked eyes 
were riveted upon the figure of the girl. Then, stealthily, 
they began to move towards her. Thuvia halted and 
awaited their approach. 

One, closer to her than the others, now hesitated. She 
spoke to him imperiously, as a master might speak to a re- 
fractory hound. 

The great carnivore let its head droop, and with tail 
between its legs it now came slinking to the girl’s feet. 
After it came the others until she was entirely surrounded 
by the savage man-eaters. 

Turning she led them to where Carthoris stood. They 
growled a little as they neared the man, but a few sharp 
words of command quietened them. 

‘How do you do it?” exclaimed Carthoris in astonish- 
ment. 

“Your father once asked me that same question in the 
galleries of the Golden Cliffs, beneath the temples of the 
therns. I could not answer him then, nor can I answer 
you now. I do not know where I get my power over them, 
but ever since the day that Sator Throg threw me among 
them in the banth pit of the Holy Therns, and the great 
creatures fawned upon me instead of devouring me, I have 
always had the same strange power over them. They come 
at my call and do my bidding, even as the faithful Woola 
obeys your father.” 

With a word the girl now dispersed the fierce pack. Roar- 
ing, they returned to their interrupted feast, while Carthoris 
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and Thuvia passed among them towards the walled city. 
As they walked the man looked with wonder upon the 
dead bodies of the green men, and drew the girl’s atten- 
tion to them. No arrows protruded from the great car- 
casses. Nowhere upon any of them was there any sign of 
mortal wound, not even the slightest scratch or abrasion! 
Yet before the bowmen’s dead had disappeared the 
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corpses of the Torquasians had bristled with the deadly — 
arrows of their foes. Where had the arrows gone that had © 
been in the bodies of the green men? What unseen hand had 


plucked them from the bodies of the dead? 


Despite himself Carthoris could barely repress a shud- 
der of apprehension as he glanced towards the silent city 
before them. No longer was any sign of life visible on wall 


or roof-top. All was quiet — brooding, ominously quiet. 


Yet he was sure that eyes watched them from somewhere 


behind that blank wall. 
He glanced at Thuvia. She was now walking with wide 


eyes fixed upon the city gate. He looked in the direction of 


her gaze, but saw nothing. 


Suddenly she glanced up at him, a quick, brave smile — 


touching her lips, and then, as though without thinking, ; 
she came close to his side and placed one of her hands in — 


his. 


She was coming to him in her fear for protection, he — 


knew, and now he put his arm around her soft shoulders — 
as they walked together. Thuvia did not seem to notice the — 


action. 


They stopped when they reached -the gate. It was a ‘ 


mighty thing. From its construction Carthoris could only 
guess at a remarkable antiquity. 


It was circular, closing a round entrance, and the — 
Heliumite guessed that it rolled to one side, like a huge © 


wheel, into an aperture in the wall. 


Even such old-world cities as ancient Aaanthor were as — 


yet undreamed of when the races lived that built such gates 
as these, Carthoris thought. 
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_As he stood speculating upon the identity of this for- 
gotten city, a voice spoke to them from above. Both 
‘looked up. There, leaning over the high wall, was a man. 

His hair was auburn, his skin fair — fairer even than that 
of John Carter, the Virginian. His forehead was high, and 
his eyes large and intelligent. 

The language he used was intelligible to the two below, 
though there was a marked difference between it and their 
Barsoomian tongue. 

“Who are you?” he asked. “And what are you doing 
here before the gate of Lothar?” 

“We are friends,” replied Carthoris. ““This is the prin- 
cess, Thuvia of Ptarth, who was captured by the Torqua- 
sian horde. I am Carthoris of Helium, Prince of the house 
of Tardos Mors, Jeddak of Helium, and son of John 
Carter, Warlord of Mars, and of his wife, Dejah Thoris.”” 

** Ptarth’?” repeated the man. “ ‘Helium’?” He shook 
his head. “I have never heard of these places, nor did I 
know there lived on Barsoom a race of your strange 
colour. Where are your cities? From our highest tower we 
have never seen any other city except Lothar.” 

Carthoris pointed towards the north-east. 

“Tn that direction lie Helium and Ptarth,” he said. 
“Helium is over eight thousand haads from Lothar, while 
Ptarth lies nine thousand five hundred haads north-east 
of Helium.”* 

- Still the man shook his head. 


*On Barsoom the ad is the basis of linear measurement. It is 
the equivalent of an earthly foot, measuring about 11.694 
inches. For those interested in the Martian table of linear 
measurement: 

10 sofads = 1 ad 
200ads = 1haad 
100 haads = 1 karad 
360 karads = 1 circumference of Mars at equator. 

A haad, or Barsoomian mile, contains about 2,339 earth 

feet. A karad is one degree. A sofad about 1.17 earth inches. 
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“T know of nothing beyond the Lotharian hills,” he said. 


“All I know is that no one can live alongside the hideous 
green hordes of Torquas. They have conquered all Bar- 
soom except this single valley and the city of Lothar. Here 
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we have defied them for countless ages, though periodi- i 


cally they renew their attempts to destroy us. 
“T cannot guess where you came from unless you are 
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descended from the slaves the Torquasians captured in © 
early times, when they reduced the outer world to their — 
vassalage. But we have heard that they destroyed all other i 


races except their own.” 


Carthoris tried to explain that the Torquasians ruled — 
only a relatively tiny part of the surface of Barsoom, and — 
even this only because their territory held nothing to at- — 
tract the red race. The Lotharian, however, could not — 
seem to conceive of anything beyond the valley of Lothar — 
other than a trackless waste peopled by the ferocious green | 


hordes of Torquas. 


After considerable parleying he consented to admit them — 
to the city, and a moment later the wheel-like gate rolled © 
back within its niche, and Thuvia and Carthoris entered — 


Lothar. 


All about them were evidences of fabulous wealth. The 
facades of the buildings fronting the avenue were richly — 
carved, and often around the windows and doors were — 


foot-wide borders of precious stones, intricate mosaics, or 


tablets of beaten gold bearing bas-reliefs depicting what — 
may have been scenes from the history of this forgotten — 


people. 


The man with whom they had wees across the wall — 


was in the avenue to receive them. With him were a hun- 


dred or more men of the same race. All were clothed in ; 


flowing robes and all were beardless. 


Their attitude was more of fearful suspicion than of © 


antagonism. They followed the newcomers with their 
eyes, but spoke no word to them. 


Carthoris could not help noticing that though the city 
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had only a short time before been surrounded by a horde 
of bloodthirsty green men yet none of the citizens appeared 
‘to be armed, nor was there sign of warriors about. 

_ He wondered if all the fighting men had sallied forth 
in one supreme effort to rout the foe, leaving the city un- 
guarded. He asked their host. 

The man smiled. 

_ “No creature other than a score or so of our sacred 
banths has left Lothar today,” he replied. 

- “But the soldiers — the bowmen!” exlaimed Carthoris. 
“We saw thousands march from this very gate, overwhelm- 
ing the hordes of Torquas and putting them to flight with — 
their arrows and fierce banths.”” 

Still the man smiled his knowing smile. 

“Look!” he cried, and pointed down a broad avenue | 
before him. 

Carthoris and Thuvia followed the direction indicated, 
and there, marching bravely in the sunlight, advancing to- 
wards them they saw a great army of bowmen. 

_ “Ah!” exclaimed Thuvia. “The soldiers are returning!” 

Again the man smiled his curious smile. 

“‘There are no soldiers in Lothar,” he said. ““Look!”’ 

Both Carthoris and Thuvia had turned for a moment to- 

wards him while he spoke. Now as they turned again to- 

wards the advancing regiments their eyes went wide in 
astonishment, for the broad avenue before them was as 
deserted as the tomb. 

*‘And those who marched out upon the hordes today?” 
asked Carthoris. ““They, too, were unreal?” 

The man nodded. 

“But their arrows slew the green warriors,” insisted 
Thuvia, unable to believe what she was hearing. __ 

“Tet us go before Tario,”’ replied the Lotharian. “He will 
tell you what you can be permitted to know. I might say 
too much.” 

“Who is Tario?” asked Carthoris. 

“Jeddak of Lothar,” replied the guide, leading them up 
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the broad avenue along which only a moment before they 
had seen the phantom army marching. 

For half an hour they walked along lovely avenues be- 
tween the most handsome buildings they had ever seen. 
Few people were in evidence. Carthoris could not help 
noticing the deserted appearance of the mighty city. 

At last they came to the royal palace. Carthoris saw it 
from a distance, and guessing the nature of the magnificent 
pile wondered that even here there should be so little sign 
of activity and life. 

Not one single guard was visible before the great en- 
trance gate or in the gardens beyond. 

“Here,” said their guide, “is the palace of Tario.” 

As he spoke Carthoris again let his gaze rest upon the 
wondrous palace. With a startled exclamation he rubbed 
his eyes. No! He could not be mistaken. Now, before the 
massive gate stood a score of sentries. Within, the avenue 
leading to the main building was lined on either side by 
ranks of bowmen. The gardens were dotted with officers 
and soldiers moving to and fro. 

What sort of people were these who could conjure an 
army out of thin air? He glanced towards Thuvia. She, 
too, had evidently witnessed the transformation. 

With a little shudder she Diese more closely against 
him. 

“What do you make of it?” she whispered. “It’s un- 
canny!” . 

“I can’t understand,” said Carthoris dazedly, “unless 
we have gone mad!”’ | 

Carthoris turned quickly towards the Lotharian. The 
man was smiling broadly. 

“IT thought you just said there were no soldiers in 
Lothar,” asked the Heliumite, with a gesture towards the 
guardsmen. “‘What are these?” . 

“Ask Tario,” he replied smiling. ““We shall soon be be- 
fore him.” 

It was not long before they entered a lofty chamber at 
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~ one end of which a man reclined upon a rich couch that 


_ stood upon a high dais. 


’ As the trio approached, the man turned dreamy eyes 


Sleepily upon them. Twenty feet from the dais their con- 


_ ductor halted, and whispering to Thuvia and Carthoris 


_ to follow his example, he threw himself headlong to the 
_ floor. Then, on hands and knees, he began to crawl towards 


the foot of the throne. 

Thuvia glanced quickly at Carthoris, He was standing 
erect, with head held high, and arms folded across his 
broad chest. A contemptuous smile curved his lips. 

The man on the dais was now eyeing him intently. Car- 
thoris of Helium met his gaze without flinching. 

“Who are these, Jav?”’ asked the man on the dais. 


_. “QO Tario, most glorious Jeddak,” replied Jav, down on 


his face before his master, “‘these are strangers who came 


with the hordes of Torquas to our gates, saying they were 


prisoners of the green men. They tell strange tales of cities 


_ far beyond Lothar.” 


“Arise, Jav,’”> commanded Tario, ‘‘and ask these two 


_ why they do not show Tario the respect that is his due.” 


Jav rose and faced the strangers. At sight of their erect 


- positions his face went livid. He leapt towards them. 


“Creatures!” he screamed. “Down! Down upon your 


- bellies before the last of the jeddaks of Barsoom!”’ 


The Phantom Bowmen 


As Jav leapt towards him Carthoris laid his hand upon 
the hilt of his long-sword. The Lotharian halted. The 
great apartment was empty except for the four at the dais, 
yet now, suddenly, as Jav stepped back from the menace 
of the sword Carthoris found himself surrounded by a 


score of bowmen. 
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Where had they sprung from? Both Carthoris and 
Thuvia looked round in astonishment. 

Now Carthoris’ sword leapt from its scabbard. At the 
same instant the bowmen drew back their slim shafts. 
Tario had half-raised himself upon one elbow. For the 
first time he saw the full figure of Thuvia, who had been 

standing behind Carthoris. 

“Enough!” cried the jeddak, raising a protesting hand, 
but at that very instant the sword of the Heliumite cut 
viciously at his nearest antagonist. 

The keen edge reached its target — and Carthoris let the 
sword fall to the floor in consternation. For his steel blade 
had cut empty air — his antagonist had vanished — there 
were no bowmen in the room! 

“It is evident that these are strangers,” said Tario to 
Jay. “Let us first determine whether they knowingly affron- 
ted us before we take measures for punishment.” 

He turned to Carthoris, but his gaze wandered immedi- 
ately to the perfect lines of Thuvia’s glorious figure. 

“Who are you,” he asked, “who do not know the 
etiquette of the court of the last of jeddaks?” 

“T am Carthoris, Prince of Helium,” replied the Helium- 
ite. “And this is Thuvia, Princess of Ptarth. In the courts 
of our fathers men do not prostrate themselves before 
royalty. Not since the First Born tore their immortal god- 
dess limb from limb have men crawled upon their bellies to 
any throne upon Barsoom. Now do you think that the 
daughter of one mighty jeddak and the son of another 
_ would so humiliate themselves?” 

Tario looked at Carthoris for a long time. At last he 
spoke. 

“There is no jeddak upon Barsoom other than Tario,” 
he said. ““There is no other race than that of Lothar — unless 
the hordes of Torquas are called people. Lotharians are 
white; your skins are red. There are no women left upon 
Barsoom. Yet your companion is a woman,” 
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He half-rose from the couch, leaning forward and point- 


_ ing an accusing finger at Carthoris. 


_ . “You are a lie!”’ he shrieked. ‘‘You are both lies, yet 
_ you dare to come before Tario, last and mightiest of the 
jeddaks of Barsoom. You do not exist. Someone will 
pay for this, Jav, and unless I am mistaken it is you who 
has dared to trifle with the good nature of your jeddak. 
“Remove the man. Leave the woman! We shall see if 
both are lies. And later, Jav, you shall suffer for your 
temerity. There are only a few of us left, but - Komal must 
be fed. Go!”” 
_ Carthoris could see that Jav trembled as he prostrated 
_ himself once more before his ruler, and then, rising, turned. 
towards the Prince of Helium. 

“Come!” he said. 

*‘And leave the Princess of Ptarth here alone?” deman- 
ded Carthoris fiercely. 

Jav brushed closely past him, whispering, ‘“‘Follow me 
— he cannot harm her, except to kill her. And that he can 
do whether you remain or not. We had better go now — 
trust me.” 

Carthoris did not understand, but something in the 
urgency of the other’s tone assured him. So he turned 
away, but not without a glance towards Thuvia in which 
he tried to make her understand that it was in her own in- 
terest that he left her. 

For answer she turned her back upon him, but not with- 
out first throwing him such a look of contempt that it 
brought the scarlet to his cheek. 

He hesitated, but Jav seized him by the wrist. 

““Come!’’ he whispered. ‘‘Or he will have the bowmen 
upon you, and this time there will be no escape. Didn’t 
you see how useless your steel is against thin air!” 

Carthoris turned unwillingly to follow. As the two left 
the room he spoke to his companion. 

“Tf I cannot kill thin air,” he asked, “‘why should I fear 
that thin air might kill me?” 
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“You saw the Torquasians fall before the bowmen?” 
asked Jav. 

Carthoris nodded. 

“So would you fall before them, and without a chance 
of self-defence or revenge.” 

As they talked Jav led Carthoris to a small room in one 
of the numerous towers of the palace. Here were couches, 
and Jav told the Heliumite to sit down. 


songs Sgr secon 


For several minutes the Lotharian eyed his prisoner, for 


such Carthoris now realised himself to be. 

“YT am half-convinced that you are real,” Jav said at 
last. 

Carthoris laughed. 

“Of course I am real,” he said. “What made you doubt 
it? Can’t you see me, feel me?” 

“So may I see and feel the bowmen,” replied Jav, “‘and 
yet we all know they are not real.” 

Carthoris showed by the expression on his face his puz- 
zlement at each reference to the mysterious bowmen — the 
vanishing soldiery of Lothar. 

“What are they?” he asked. 

“You really don’t know?” asked Jav. 

Carthoris shook his head. 

“T can almost believe you have told us the truth and 
you are really from another part of Barsoom, or from 
another world. But tell me, in your own country have you 
no bowmen to strike terror to the hearts of the green 
hordesmen?”’ 

““We have soldiers,” replied Carthoris. “We of the red 
race are all soldiers, but we have no bowmen to defend us, 
such as yours. We defend ourselves.” 

“You go out and get killed by your enemies!” cried Jav 
incredulously. 

“Certainly,” replied Carthoris. “Don’t you Lotharians?” 

“No,” replied Jav. ““We send out our deathless archers — 
deathless because they are lifeless, existing only in the im- 
agination of our enemies. It is really our giant minds that 
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D defend us, sending out legions of imaginary warriors to 
~ materialise before the mind’s eye of the foe. 
“They see them — they see their bows drawn back — they 


see their slender arrows speed with unerring precision to- _ 


_ wards their hearts. And they die — killed by the power of 
suggestion.” 

“But the archers that are slain?” exclaimed Carthoris. 

“You call them deathless, and yet I saw their dead bodies 
piled high upon the battlefield. How do you explain 
that?” 
_ “Tt is to lend reality to the scene,” replied Jav. “We pic- 
ture many of our own defenders killed so that the Tor- 
‘quasians may not guess that there are really no flesh and 
blood men opposing them. 

“Once the truth became known to them, our theory is 
that no longer would they fall victims of our power of sug- 
gestion. Truth would be more powerful, And the truth is 
our soldiers do not exist except in the minds where we can 
suggest their existence.” 

“And the banths?” questioned Carthoris. ““They, too, 
were only creatures of suggestion?”’ 

“Some of them were real,” replied Jay. ‘““Those that ac- 

companied the archers in pursuit of the Torquasians were 
unreal. Like the archers, they never returned, and having 
served their purpose they vanished with the bowmen when 
the rout of the enemy was assured. 
' “Those that remained on the battlefield, however, were 
real. Those we turned loose as scavengers to devour the 
bodies of the dead of Torquas. That is demanded by the 
realists among us. I am a realist. Tario is an etherealist. 

“The etherealists maintain that there is no such thing as 
matter — that all is mind. They say that none of us exists, 
except in the imagination of his fellows. 

“According to Tario, it is only necessary for us all to 
unite in imagining that there are no dead Torquasians be- 
neath our walls, and there will be none, nor any need of 


scavenging banths.”’ 
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“You do not hold Tario’s beliefs, then?” asked Car- 
thoris. 

“Tn part only,”’ replied the Lotharian. “I believe, in fact 
I know, that there are some truly ethereal creatures. Tario 
is one, I am convinced. He has no existence except in the 
imagination of his people. 

“Of course, it is the contention of all realists that all 
etherealists are but figments of the imagination. They con- 
tend that no food is necessary, nor do they eat, but anyone 
with the most rudimentary intelligence must realise that 
food is a necessity to creatures having actual existence.” 

“Yes,” agreed Carthoris. “Not having eaten today I can 
readily agree with you.” 

“Ah, pardon me,” exclaimed Jav. “‘Please be seated and 
satisfy your hunger,”’ and with a wave of his hand he indi- 
cated a bountifully laden table which had not been there 
an instant before he spoke. Carthoris was positive of that, 
for he had looked round the room with his eyes several 
times before. 

“Tt is well,’ continued Jav, “‘that you did not fall into 
the hands of an etherealist. Then indeed you would have 
gone hungry.” 

“But,” exclaimed Carthoris, “‘this cannot be real food — 
it was not here a moment ago, and real food does 
not materialise out of thin air.” 

Jav looked hurt. 

“There is no real food or water in Lothar,” he said, “nor 
has there been for countless ages. Upon the food you see 
before you we have existed since the dawn of history. Upon 
such, then, you may exist.” 

“But I thought you were a realist,” exclaimed Carihoris, 

“Indeed,” cried Jav, “what more realistic than this 
bounteous feast? It is on this point that we differ most 
from the etherealists. They claim that it is unnecessary to 
imagine food, but we have found that for the maintenance 
of life we must sit down three times daily to hearty meals. 

“The food one eats is supposed to undergo certain chemi- 
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cal changes during the process of digestion and assimila- 
tion, the result, of course, being the rebuilding of wasted 


- tissue. 


“Now we know that mind is all, though we may differ 
in the interpretation of its various manifestations. Tario 
maintains that there is no such thing as substance, all being 
created from the substanceless matter of the brain. 

“We realists, however, know better. We know that mind 
has the power to maintain substance even though it may 
not be able to create substance — the latter is still an open 
question. And so we know that in order to maintain our 
physical bodies we must cause all our organs to function 
properly. 

“This we accomplish by materialising food-thoughts, 
and by partaking of the food thus created. We chew, we 
swallow, we digest. All our organs function precisely as if 
we had partaken of material food. And what is the result? 
What must be the result? The chemical changes take place 
through both direct and indirect suggestion, and we live 
and thrive.” 

Carthoris eyed the food before him. It seemed real 
enough. He lifted a morsel to his lips. This was substance 
indeed! And flavour as well. Yes, even his palate was de- 
ceived. 

Jav watched him, smiling, as he ate. 

“Ts it not entirely satisfying?” he asked. 

“T must admit it is,” replied Carthoris. “But tell me, how 
does Tario live, and the other etherealists who maintain 
that food is unnecessary?” 

Jav scratched his head. 

“That is a question we often discuss,” he replied. “It is 
the strongest evidence we have of the non-existence of the 
etherealists. And who else could know of Komal?” 

“Who is Komal?” asked Carthoris. “I heard your jed- 
dak speak of him.” 

Jav bent low towards the ear of the Heliumite, looking 
fearfully about him before he spoke. 
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“Komal is the essence,” he whispered. ‘Even the ethe- 
realists admit that mind itself must have substance in order 
to transmit to imaginings the appearance of substance. 
For if there really was no such thing as substance it could 


not be suggested — what never has been cannot be ima- _ 4 


gined. Do you follow me?” 

“J am groping,” replied Carthoris dryly. 

“So the essence must be substance,” continued Jav. 
‘Komal is the essence of the All, as it were. He is main- 
tained by substance. He eats. He eats the real. To be ex- 
plicit, he eats the realists. That is Tario’s work. 

“He says that inasmuch as we maintain that we alone 
are real we should, to be consistent, admit that we alone 
are proper food for Komal. Sometimes, as today, we find 
other food for him. He is very fond of Torquasians.” 

“And Komal is a man?” asked Carthoris. 

“He is All, I told you,”’ replied Jav. “I do not know how 
to explain him in words that you will understand. He is the 
beginning and the end. All life emanates from Komal, 
since the substance which feeds the brain with imaginings 
radiates from the body of Komal. 

“Should Komal cease to eat, all life upon Barsoom 
would cease to be. He cannot die, but he might cease to 
eat, and thus to radiate.” 

“‘And he’feeds upon the men and women of your belief?” 
_ cried Carthoris. 

“Women!” exclaimed Jav. “There are no women in 
Lothar. The last of the Lotharian females perished ages 
ago, upon that cruel and terrible journey across the muddy 
plains that fringed the half-dried seas, when the green 
hordes scourged us across the world to this our last hid- 
ing-place — our impregnable fortress of Lothar. 


“Barely twenty thousand men of all the countless mil- | 


lions of our race lived to reach Lothar. Among us were 
no women and no children. All had perished by the way. 
“As time went on, we too were dying and the race fast 
approaching extinction, when the Great Truth was revealed 
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_ to us, that mind is all. Many more died before we perfected 
_ our powers, but at last we were able to defy death when we 
fully understood that death was merely a state of mind. 


“Then came the creation of mind-people, or rather the 
mnaterialisation of imaginings. We first put these to prac- 
tical use when the Torquasians discovered our retreat, and 


' it was fortunate for us that it required ages of search upon 


their part before they found the single narrow entrance to 
the valley of Lothar. 

“That day we threw our first bowmen against them. The 
intention was merely to frighten them away by the vast 
numbers of bowmen which we could muster upon our 


~ walls, All Lothar bristled with the bows and arrows of our 


ethereal host. 
“But the Torquasians were not frightened. They are 
lower than beasts — they know no fear. They rushed upon 


_ our walls, and standing on each others’ shoulders they 


built human ladders to the wall tops, and were on the 


- very point of surging in upon us and overwhelming us. 


“Not an arrow had been discharged by our bowmen — 


' they merely ran to and fro along the wall top, screaming 


taunts and threats at the enemy. 
‘In the midst of our peril I decided to attempt the thing 


— the great thing. I centred all my mighty intellect upon the 


bowmen of my own creation — each of us produces and 
directs as many bowmen as his mentality and imagination 
is capable of. 

“I caused them to fit arrows to their bows for the first 
time. I made them take aim at the hearts of the green men. 
I made the green men see all this, and then [ made them see 
the arrows fly, and I made them think that the points 
pierced their hearts. 

“Tt was all that was necessary. By hundreds they top- 


pled from our walls, and when my fellows saw what I had 


done they were quick to follow my example, so that pres- 
ently the hordes of Torquas had retreated beyond the range 


of our arrows. 
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“We might have killed them at any distance, but one 
rule of war we have maintained from the first — the rule of — 
realism. We do nothing, or rather we cause our bowmen _ 
to do nothing within sight of the enemy that is beyond the — 
understanding of the foe. Otherwise they might guess the ; 
truth, and that would be the end of us. 4 

“But after the Torquasians had retreated beyond bow- — 
shot, they turned upon us with their terrible rifles, and by © 
constant sniping at us made life miserable within our 
walls. ‘ 

-“So then I decided to hurl our bowmen through the © 
gates upon them. You have seen today how well it works. — 
For ages they have come down upon us at intervals, but — 
always with the same results.” . 

“And all this is due to your intellect, Jav?”’ asked Car- © 
thoris. “I should think that you would be high in the coun- — 
cils of your people.” 

“Tam,” replied Jav, proudly. “I am next to Tario.” 

“But why, then, your cringing manner of approaching ~ 
the throne?” 

“Tario demands it. He is jealous of me. He only wants 
the slightest excuse to feed me to Komal. He fears that 
some day I might usurp his power.” 

Carthoris suddenly sprang from the table. 

“Jav!’’ he exclaimed. “I am a beast! Here I have been 
eating my fill, while the Princess of Ptarth is probably still 
without food. Let us return and find some way of feeding 
her.” 

The Lotharian shook his head. 

“Tario would not permit it,” he said. ‘““He will doubtless 
make an etherealist of her.” 

“I must go to her,” insisted Carthoris. “You say there 
‘are no women in Lothar? Then she must be alone among 
men, and if this is so I must be near to defend her if the 
need arises.” 

“Tario will have his way,” insisted Jav. “He sent you 
away and you cannot return until he sends for you.” ; 
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“Then I shall go without waiting to be sent for.” 
“Do not forget the bowmen,”’ cautioned Jav. 

_ “TI do not forget them,” replied Carthoris, but he did not 
tell Jay that he remembered something else that the 
Lotharian had let drop — something that-was a barely 

_ formed theory, possibly, and yet one well worth pinning a 

forlorn hope to, should necessity arise. 

_ Carthoris started to leave the room. Jav stepped before 

him, barring his way. 

“I have learned to like you, red man,”’ he said, “but do 

not forget that Tario is still my jeddak, and Tario has com- 
manded that you remain here.” 
Carthoris was about to reply, when faintly to their ears 

_ came a woman’s cry for help. 

_ With a sweep of his arm the Prince of Helium brushed 

the Lotharian aside, and with drawn sword sprang into 
the corridor outside. 


The Hall of Doom 


As Thuvia of Ptarth saw Carthoris depart from the 
presence of Tario, leaving her alone with the man, a feeling 
of terror seized her. 

There was an air of mystery pervading the stately 
‘chamber. Its furnishings and appointments spoke of 
wealth and culture, and suggested that the room was often 
the scene of royal functions which filled it to capacity. 

Yet nowhere about her, in antechamber or corridor, was 
there any sign of anyone other than herself and the recum- 
bent figure of Tario. The jeddak added to her fear, watch- 
ing her through half-closed eyes from the gorgeous trap- 
pings of his regal couch. 

For a time after the departure of I av and Carthoris the 
man eyed her intently. Then he spoke. 

“Come nearer,” he said, and, as she approached, “Whose 
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creature are you? Who has dared materialise his imagina- — 
-_ tion into a woman? It is contrary to the customs and the — 


— 


royal edicts of Lothar. Tell me, woman, from whose brain — 
have you sprung? Jav’s? No, do not deny it. I know it can © 
only be that envious realist. He seeks to tempt me. He — 
wants to see me fall beneath the spell of your charms, and | 


then he, your master, will control my destiny and — my end. © 


Isee it all! I see it all!” 


Indignation and anger had been rising to Thuvia’s face. ‘ 


Her chin was up, a haughty curve upon her perfect lips. 


“JT don’t know what you are talking about,” she cried. . 
“I am Thuvia, Princess of Ptarth. lam no man’s creature. I — 
have never before today laid eyes upon Jav, nor upon your | 


city, of which even the greatest nations of Barsoom have 
never dreamed, 


“My charms are not for you. They are not for sale or 


barter, even though the price were a real throne. As for us- 


ing them to win control over your destiny —” She ended her — 
sentence with a shrug of her shapely shoulders, and a scorn- © 


ful laugh. 


When she had finished Tario sat up on the edge of his — 
couch, his feet upon the floor. He was leaning forward, — 
eyes no longer half closed but wide with a startled expres- | 


sion in them. 


He did not seem to notice the absence of respect in her — 


words and manner. There was something more startling 


and compelling about her speech which caused him to sit 


up suddenly. 
Slowly he rose to his feet, his eyes upon the girl. 


“By the fangs of Komal!” he muttered. “But you are 
real! A real woman! No dream! No foolish figment of the | 


mind!” 
He took a step towards her, with hands outstretched. 


“Come!” he whispered. “Come, woman! For countless — 


ages I have dreamed that some day you would come. Now 
that you are here I can scarcely believe the evidence of my 
62 


Se ee ee 


spo 


a0 toa 


eyes. Even now, knowing you are real, I still half-dread 


ee 


that you may be a lie.” 

Thuvia shrank back. She thought the man was mad. Her 
hand stole to the jewelled hilt of her dagger. The man saw 
the move, and stopped. A cunning expression entered his 


_ eyes. Then they became at once dreamy and penetrating as 


they seemed to bore into the girl’s brain. 
Thuvia suddenly felt a change coming over her. What the 


cause of it was she did not guess, but somehow the man 
_ before her began to assume a new relationship within her 


heart. 

No longer was he a strange and mysterious enemy, but 
an old and trusted friend. Her hand slipped from the hilt 
of the dagger. Tario came closer. He spoke gentle, friendly 
words, and she answered him in a voice that seemed hers 
and yet another’s. 

He was beside her now. His hand was upon her shoulder. 
His eyes were upon hers. She looked up into his face. His 
gaze seemed to bore straight through her to some hidden 
spring of sentiment within her. | 

Her lips parted in sudden awe and wonder. She had 
known Tario for ever. He was more than friend to her. 
She moved a little closer to him. In one swift flood of light 
she knew the truth. She loved Tario, Jeddak of Lothar! 
She had always loved him. 


_. The man, seeing the success of his strategy, could not 
restrain a faint smile of satisfaction. Whether there was 


something in the expression of his face, or whether from 
Carthoris of Helium in a far chamber of the palace came a 
more powerful suggestion, who can say? But there was 
something that suddenly dispelled the strange, hypnotic 
influence of the man. 

As though a mask had been torn from her eyes, Thuvia 
suddenly saw Tario as she had seen him previously. Ac- 
customed as she was to the strange power of those highly 
developed minds which are common upon Barsoom, she 
immediately guessed she had been under hypnosis. 
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She took a quick step backward, tearing herself from 


his grasp. But the momentary contact had aroused within — 


Tario all the long-buried passions of his loveless existence. 


With a muffled cry he sprang upon her, throwing his — 


arms about her and attempting to drag her lips to his. 


“Woman!” he cried. “Listen to me! Listen to the love — 


of the last of the jeddaks of Barsoom.” 
Thuvia struggled to free herself from his embrace. 
“Stop!’”’ she cried. “‘Stop! I do not love you. Stop, or I 
shall scream for help!” 
Tario laughed in her face. 


SARE 


“Scream for help,’ he mimicked. “‘And who is there who : 
might come in answer to your call? Who would dare enter — 


the presence of Tario unsummoned?” 


“There is one man who would come,” she told him 


defiantly. “He would cut you down on your own throne if 
he thought you had harmed me.’ 
“Who, Jav?”’ asked Tario. 


“Not Jav, nor any other Lotharian,” she replied. “A real — 


man! A real warrior — Carthoris of Helium! ” 
Again the man laughed at her. 


“You forget the bowmen. What could your red warrior — 


accomplish against my fearless legions?” 
Again he caught her roughly to him, dragging her to- 
wards his couch. 
“Tf you will not be my queen,” he said viciously, “‘you 
will be my slave.” 
~ “Never!” cried the girl. 


As she spoke there was a quick movement of her right : 


hand. Tario, releasing her, staggered back, both hands 


pressed to his side. At the same instant the room filled with — 
bowmen, and then the jeddak of Lothar sank unconscious © 


to the marble floor. 


In the moment that he lost consciousness the bowmen 


were about to release their arrows into Thuvia’s heart. In- 


voluntarily she gave a cry for help, though she knew that 


not even Carthoris of Helium could save her now. 


_ Then she closed her eyes and waited for the end. But 
_ho slender shafts pierced her tender side. She opened her 
~ eyes to see what had stayed the hand of her executioners. 

The room was empty save for herself and the still form 
of the jeddak of Lothar lying at her feet, a little pool of 
_ crimson staining the white marble of the floor beside him. 
_Tario was unconscious. 

Thuvia was amazed. Where were the bowmen? Why had 

they not loosed their shafts? What could it all mean? 
An instant before the room had been filled with armed 
men, evidently called to protect their jeddak. Yet now, with 
the evidence of her deed plain before them, they had van- 
ished as mysteriously as they had come, leaving her alone 
with the body of their ruler, into whose side she had slip- 
ped her long, keen blade. 

The girl glanced about her apprehensively, first for signs 
of the return of the bowmen, and then for some means of 
“escape. 

The wall behind the dais was pierced by two small 
doorways, hidden by heavy hangings. Thuvia was running 
quickly towards one of these when she heard the clank of 

a warrior’s metal behind her. 

Too late, she thought. Someone has entered the chamber 
and seen me. 

She turned. Running swiftly across the broad chamber 

to her side was Carthoris, his naked long-sword gleaming 
in his hand. 
_ For days she had doubted the Heliumite. She had 
thought him a party to her abduction. She knew that Car- 
thoris of Helium would fight for her, but whether to save 
her for himself or another, she was in doubt. 

And yet, as she saw him coming across the marble floor 
of the audience chamber of Tario of Lothar, his fine eyes 
filled with concern for her safety, his splendid figure per- 
sonifying all that was finest in the fighting men of Mars, 
she could not believe there was the faintest selfishness or 
treachery in this mighty red Wie 


Never, she thought, in all her life had the sight of any 
man been so welcome to her. It was with difficulty that she 
refrained from rushing forward to meet him. 
~ She knew that he loved her, but she had to remember that 

she was promised to Kulan Tith. She could not trust her- 
self to show too great a gratitude to the Heliumite in case 
he misunderstood. Carthoris was by her side now. His 
quick glance had taken in the scene within the room — the 


oe — 


still figure of the jeddak sprawled upon the floor, the girl . 


hastening towards a shrouded exit. 

“Did he harm you, Thuvia’”’ he asked quickly. 

She held up her crimsoned blade. 

“No,” she said. ““He-did not harm me.” 

A grim smile lighted Carthoris’ face. 

‘Praised be our first ancestor!’ he murmured. “And 
now let us see if we can escape from this accursed city be- 
fore the Lotharians discover that the jeddak is dead.” 


Carthoris grasped her hand and strode towards the great _ 


doorway through which Jav had brought them earlier that 
day. 


They had almost reached the threshold when a figure 


sprang into the apartment through another entrance. It was 
Jav. He, too, took in the scene at a glance. 


Carthoris turned to face him, his sword ready, his great © 
body shielding the slender figure of the girl. What was Jav — 


going to do about the killing of his ruler? 
““You have killed Tario!” exclaimed Jav, astonished. “I 


see his blood upon the floor — real blood — real death.” — 


He seemed dazed. ““Tario then was as real as I am. Yet he 
was an etherealist! Can it be they are right? Well, we too 
are right. And all these ages we have been quarrelling — 
each saying that the other was wrong!” 


them. 


Suddenly Jav’s eyes shone and he turned with joy to — 


“He is dead now! Of that I am glad! Now I shall come ) 


into my own. Now I shall be Jeddak of Lothar!” 
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‘But as he ended, Tario suddenly opened his eyes and 
eat up. 

" “Traitor! Assassin!”? he screamed, and then, ‘“‘Kadar! 
Kadar!” which is Barsoomian for guard. 

Jav went sickly white. He fell upon his face, wriggling 
towards Tario. 

“Oh, my Jeddak, my Jeddak!” he whimpered. ‘“Jav 

had no hand in this. Jav, your faithful Jav, entered the 
apartment to find you lying on the floor and these two 
strangers about to leave. How it happened I do not know. 
Believe me, most glorious Jeddak!” 

“Silence, you wretch,” cried Tario. “I heard you. ‘He is 
dead now! I am glad! Now I shall come into my own. Now 
I shall be Jeddak of Lothar.’ 

“Traitor, I have found you out! Your own words have 
condemned you just as the acts of these red creatures have 
sealed their fates - unless —’ He paused. “Unless the 
‘woman —”’ 

But he got no further. Carthoris guessed what he was 
going to say, and before the words could be uttered he 
sprang forward and struck the man across the mouth with 
his open palm. 

Tario frothed in rage and mortification. 

“Any insult to the Princess of Ptarth,” warned the 
Heliumite, ‘“‘and I shall forget you do not wear a sword 
and will run you through.” 

Tario shrank back towards a little doorway behind the 
dais. He was trying to speak, but could utter no word for 
several seconds. At last he controlled himself, then 
shouted, 

“Die! Die!’’ and he turned towards the exit at his back. 

Jav leapt forward, moaning in terror. 

“Have pity, Tario! Have pity! Remember the long ages 
that I have served you faithfully. Remember all that I have 
done for Lothar. Do not condemn me now to that hideous 
death. Save me! Save me!” 

But Tario only laughed a mocking laugh and backed 
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towards the hangings that hid the little doorway. Abruptly — 


he ducked under the curtain. 
Jav now turned towards Carthoris. 


ne 


“Stop him!” he screamed. “Stop him! If you love life, — 
do not let him leave this room.” As he spoke he leapt in 


pursuit of his jeddak. 


Carthoris followed Jav’s example, but Tario was too 


quick for them. By the time they reached the arras behind 


which he had disappeared, they found a heavy stone door 
blocking their way. 
Jav sank to the floor in a spasm of terror. 


“Come, man!” cried Carthoris. “We are not dead yet. 


Let us hurry out to the avenues and attempt to leave the 
City > 

Jav only shook his head. It was too late. 

“Didn’t you hear him call the guards?” he moaned. 


“Well?” exclaimed Carthoris impatiently. ““What if he — 


did call the guards? There will be time enough to worry 
about them when they come.” 
Jav shook his head mournfully. 


“You do not understand,” he said. ““The guards have 
already come — and gone. They have done their work and © 


we are lost. Look at the exits!” 
Carthoris and Thuvia turned and looked at the door- 


ways which pierced the walls of the great chamber. Each — 


was tightly closed by huge stone doors. 
“Well?” asked Carthoris. 
““We are to die the death,”’ whispered Jav faintly. 


More than that he would not say. Apathetically he just — 


sat on the edge of the jeddak’s couch and waited. 


Carthoris moved to Thuvia’s side. Standing there with — 


naked sword, he let his eyes roam ceaselessly about the — 


great chamber so that no foe might spring upon them un- — 


seen. 


For what seemed hours no sound broke the silence of — 


their living tomb. No sign was given by their executioners 
of the time or manner of their death. The suspense was 
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erible Even Carthoris of Helium began to feel the strain 
upon his nerves. If only he knew how and where the hand 
“of death was to strike, he could meet it unafraid! 

_ Thuvia of Ptarth drew close to him. She felt safer, feel- 
ing his arm against hers. With the warmth of her contact 
_the man took a grip on himself. With a smile he turned to- 
wards her. 

“They are trying to frighten us to death,” he said, laugh- 
ing, “and, shame on me, they were beginning to succeed.” 

Thuvia was about to make some reply when a fearful cry 
broke from the lips of the Lotharian. 

“The end is coming!’’ he cried. “The end is coming! 
The floor! The floor! Oh, Komal, be merciful!” 

Thuvia and Carthoris did not need to look at the floor 
to be aware of the strange movement that was taking place. 

The marble flagging was sinking in all directions 
towards the centre. At first the movement was scarcely 
noticeable, but soon the angle of the floor became such 
that they had difficulty in standing. 

Jav was screaming now and clawing at the royal couch 
that had already begun to slide towards the centre of the 
room. Both Thuvia and Carthoris now noticed a small 
orifice below them which grew in diameter as the floor as- 
sumed a funnel-like shape. 

It was now becoming more and more difficult to cling to 
the polished marble floor. Carthoris tried to hold Thuvia, 
‘but he himself began to slide in the direction of the ever- 
enlarging aperture. 

He kicked off his sandals to give his feet a better grip 
and with his bare feet braced himself against the sickening 
tilt, at the same time throwing his arms about the girl. 

In her terror her own hands clasped about the man’s 
neck. Her cheek was close to his. Death, unseen and of un- 
known form, seemed close upon them, and because it was 
unseen and unknown it was infinitely more terrifying. 

“Courage, my princess,” he whispered. 

She looked into his face to see smiling lips and brave 
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eyes, untouched by terror, looking deeply into her own. 
Then the floor sagged and tilted more swiftly. There 


was a sudden rush as they went sliding towards the aper- — 


ture. 


Jav’s screams rose weird and horrifying in their ears -— 


and then the three found themselves piled upon the royal 


couch of Tario, which had jammed across the aperture at — 


the base of the marble funnel. 

For a moment they breathed more feely, then they dis- 
covered that the aperture was still continuing to enlarge. 
The couch slipped downward. Jav shrieked again. There 
was a sickening sensation as they felt everything go be- 
neath them, and they fell through darkness to an unknown 
death. 


The Battle in the Plain 


The distance from the bottom of the funnel to the floor 
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of the chamber beneath it could not have been great, for ; 


all three victims of Tario’s vengeance alighted unscathed. 
Carthoris, still clasping Thuvia tightly, came to the 


ground catlike, upon his feet, breaking the shock for the 


girl. His feet had barely touched the rough stone flagging 


when his sword flashed out ready for instant use. But j 
though the room was lighted, there was no sign of an — 


enemy about. 


Carthoris looked towards Jav. The man was pasty white — 


with fear. 


‘‘What is to be our fate?”’ asked the Heliumite. ““Tell me, | 


man! I am prepared to sell my life as dearly as possible!” 


“Komal!” whispered Jav. “We are to be devoured by © 


Komal.” 
“Your god?” asked Carthoris. 


The Lotharian nodded his head. Then he pointed to a. 


low doorway at one end of the chamber. 
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“He will come Tat there. Lay aside your sword, 
_ fool. Tt will only enrage him more and make our sufferings 
~ worse.” 
“giro smiled, gripping his long-sword ae the more 
7 Suddenly Jav gave a horrified moan, at the same time 
_ pointing towards the door. 
“He has come,” he whimpered. 
Carthoris and Thuvia looked in the direction the 
Lotharian indicated, expecting to see some strange and 
fearful creature in human form. To their astonishment, 
_ however, they saw the broad head and great-maned shoul- 
ders of a huge banth, the largest they had ever seen. 
_ Slowly and with dignity the mighty beast stalked into 
the room. Jav had fallen to the floor, and was wriggling 
his body in the same servile manner that he had adopted 
towards Tario. He spoke to the fierce beast as he would 
_ have spoken to a human being, pleading with it for mercy. 
Carthoris stepped between Thuvia and the banth, his 
sword ready. Thuvia turned to Jav, curiously calm and 
unafraid. 
“Is this Komal, your god?” she asked. 
Jav nodded. The girl smiled and then, brushing past Car- 
thoris, she stepped swiftly towards the growling carnivore. 
In low, firm tones she spoke to it as she had spoken to 
the banths of the Golden Cliffs and the scavengers before 
_ the walls of Lothar. 
The beast now ceased its growling. With lowered head 
and catlike purr, it came slinking to the girl’s feet. Thuvia 
turned towards Carthoris. 
“It is only a banth,”’ she said. “We have nothing to fear 
from it.” 
Carthoris smiled. 
“J did not fear it,”’ he replied, ‘“‘for I too believed it to be 
only a banth, and I have my long-sword.” 
Jav sat up and gazed at the spectacle before him — the 
slender girl weaving her fingers in the tawny mane of the 
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huge creature he had thought divine, while Komal rub- 
bed his hideous head aganst her side. 

“So this is your god!”’ laughed Thuvia. 

Jav looked bewildered. He hardly knew what to do or ~ 
think. So strong was the power of superstition that even — 
now he could not believe this was no god. 

“Yes,” he said doubtfully, “this is Komal. For ages the 
enemies of Tario have been hurled into this pit, for Komal 
must be fed.” 

“Ts there any way out of this chamber to the avenues of 
the city?” asked Carthoris abruptly, his thoughts solely 
concentrated on escape. 

Jav shrugged. 

“T do not know,” he replied. ‘“‘I have never been here be- 
fore.” 

“Come,” suggested Thuvia, “let us explore. There must 
be a way out.” 

Together the three approached the doorway through 
which Komal had entered. Beyond was a low-roofed lair, 
with a small door at the far end. 

This, to their delight was opened by an ordinary latch, — 
letting them out into a circular arena, surrounded oe tiers 
of seats. | 

“Here is where Komal is fed in public,” Somined Jav. 
“Now we can easily reach the avenues and city gates. Only — 
the bowmen might bar our way, but now we know their 
secret I doubt if they will have the power to harm us,” 

Another door led to a flight of steps that rose through 
the seats to an exit at the back of the hall. Beyond this was 
a broad corridor, running through the palace to the gar- 
dens at the side. 

No one appeared to stop them as they advanced, mighty — 
Komal pacing by the girl’s side. 

“Where are the people of the palace — the jeddak’s 
retinue?” asked Carthoris. “Even in the city streets as we 
came through I hardly saw any sign of a human being, 
yet all about are signs of a mighty population.” 
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_ Jav sighed. 

“Poor Lothar,” he said. “It is indeed a city of ghosts. 
~There are barely a thousand of us left, though once we 
numbered millions. Our great city is peopled mostly by 

the creatures of our own imagination. For our own needs 
_we do not take the trouble to materialise these peoples of 
our brain, yet they are apparent to us, if we wish to make 
them so. ; 

“Even now I can see great throngs walking down the 
avenue. I see women and children laughing on the bal- 
conies — these we are forbidden to materialise; but yet I 
see them — they are here ... But why not?” he murmured 
suddenly. “I need not fear Tario any longer — he has done 
his worst and failed. Why not indeed?” Abruptly he turned 
to them. 

“Would you like to see Lothar in all her glory?” 

Carthoris and Thuvia nodded, not understanding what 
he meant, however. Jav gazed at them for an instant, then 
with a wave of his hand cried: “Look!”’ 

The sight that suddenly met them was immediately awe- 
inspiring. Where before there had been only deserted 
pavements and scarlet swards, yawning windows and tenant- 
less doors, there now swarmed a multitude of happy, laugh- 

ing people. 

“Tt is the past,” said Jav in a low voice. ‘“They do not. 
see us — they only live in the old dead past of ancient 
Lothar — the dead and crumbled Lothar of antiquity, which 
stood upon the shore of Throxus, mightiest of the five 
oceans. 

“See those fine, upstanding men swinging along the 
broad avenue? See the young girls and the women smiling 
upon them? See the men greet them with love and delight? 
Those are seafarers coming from their ships which lie at 
the quays at the city’s edge. 

“Brave men, they — ah, but the glory of Lothar has 
faded! See their weapons. They alone bore arms, for they 
crossed the five seas to strange places where dangers were. 
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With their passing passed the martial spirit of the Lothar- — 
_ians leaving, as the ages rolled by, a race of spineless — 


cowards. 

“We hated war, and so we did not train our youth in 
warlike ways. And that was our undoing, for when the 
seas dried and the green hordes stormed down upon us 


there was nothing we could do but flee. But we have always — 


remembered the seafaring bowmen of the days of our 
glory — it is the = of these which we hurl upon our 
enemies.’ 


“As Jav ceased speaking, the picture faded, and once 


more the trio took their way towards the distant gates, 
along deserted avenues. 

Twice they sighted Lotharians of real flesh and blood. 
However, at sight of them and the huge banth which they 


must have recognised as Komal, the citizens turned and ~ 


fled. 
“They will carry word of our flight to Tario,” cried Jav, 


“and soon he will send his bowmen after us. Let us hope — 


our theory is correct, and their shafts are powerless against 


minds which know the arrows are unreal. Otherwise we — 


are doomed. 


“Explain, red man, to the girl the truth that I have ex- : 


plained to you, so that she too may meet the arrows 
knowing them to be the product of an imagination.” 


Carthoris did as Jav suggested, and they came to the — 


great gates without any sign of pursuit. Here Jav set in 
motion the mechanism that rolled the huge, wheel-like gate 
aside, and a moment later, accompanied by the banth, they 
stepped out onto the plain before Lothar. 


Scarcely had they covered a hundred yards, however, 


when the sound of many men shouting rose behind them. 


As they turned they saw a company of bowmen debouch- 


ing upon the plain from the gate through which they had 


just passed. 
Upon the wall above the gate were a number of Lothar- 


ians, among whom Jav recognised Tario, The jeddak © 
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_ Stood glaring, evidently concentrating all the forces of his 
trained mind upon them. It was all. too obvious that he 
"was making a supreme effort to render his imaginary war- 
_Tiors deadly to the runaways. 
Jav turned white, and began to tremble. At the crucial 
_Imoment he appeared to lose courage. The great banth now 
turned back towards the advancing bowmen and growled. 
Carthoris placed himself between Thuvia and the enemy 
and, facing them, awaited the outcome of their charge. 

Suddenly inspiration came to Carthoris. 

“Hurl your own bowmen against Tario’s!” he cried to 
Jav. “Let us see a battle between two opposing mentali- 
ties.” 

The suggestion seemed to hearten the Lotharian. A 
moment later astonishingly the three stood behind solid 
ranks of huge bowmen who hurled taunts and threats at 
the advancing company emerging from the walled city. 

Jav was a new man the moment his battalions stood be- 
tween him and Tario. One could almost have sworn the 
man believed these creatures of his strange hypnotic power 
to be real flesh and blood. 

With hoarse battle cries they charged the bowmen of 
Tario. Barbed shafts flew thick and fast. Men fell, and the 
ground was red with gore. 

Carthoris and Thuvia had difficulty in reconciling the ap- 

parent reality of it all with their knowledge of the truth. 
They saw utan after utan march from the gate in perfect 
step to reinforce the first company. 

‘They saw Jav’s forces grow to match Tario’s, until all 
about them rolled a sea of fighting, cursing warriors, while 
the dead lay in heaps about the field. 

Jav and Tario seemed to have forgotten everything else 
except the struggling bowmen that surged to and fro, fill- _ 
ing the broad field between the forest and the city. 

The wood loomed close behind Thuvia and Carthoris. 
The latter cast a glance towards Jav. 

“Come!” he whispered to the girl. “Let them fight out 
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their empty battle — neither really has the power to harm _ 


the other. They are like two men arguing, hurling words 
at one another. While they are occupied we might as well 
try to find the tunnel through the cliffs to the plain beyond.” 


As Carthoris spoke Jav, turning from the battle for an 


instant, caught his words. He saw the girl move to accom- 
pany the Heliumite, and a cunning look leapt to the 
Lotharian’s eyes. 

Something lay behind that look, something that had 
been inside him since the moment he had first laid eyes on 
Thuvia of Ptarth. He had not recognised it, however, until 
now that she seemed about to pass out of his existence. 

He centred his mind upon the Heliumite and the girl for 
an instant. 

Carthoris saw Thuvia of Ptarth step forward with out- 
stretched hand. He was surprised at this sudden softening, 
and it was with a glad heart that he let his fingers close 
upon hers. Together they turned away from Lothar into 
the woods, and began to walk towards the distant moun- 
tains. 


As the Lotharian turned to them, those few seconds be- © 


fore, Thuvia was surprised to hear Carthoris suddenly ex- 
plain a new plan. 

“Remain here with Jav,” she seemed to hear him say, 
*‘while I go and search for the tunnel through the cliffs.” 

She had dropped back in surprise and disappointment, 


for she saw no reason why she should not have accom- — 


panied him. Certainly she would have felt safer with him 
than left here alone with the Lotharian. 
And Jav watched the two and smiled his cunning smile. 


When Carthoris had disappeared into the wood, Thuvia | 


seated herself rather apathetically upon the scarlet sward 
and watched the seemingly interminable struggles of the 
bowmen. 
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The long afternoon dragged its weary way towards 
darkness, and still the imaginary legions charged and re- — 


treated. The sun was about to set when finally Tario began 
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_ to withdraw his troops towards the city. 

_ His plan for ending hostilities through the night evidently 
“met with Jav’s approval, for now he caused his forces to 
form into orderly utans and march into the wood. Here 
they were soon busily engaged in preparing their evening 
ae and in spreading their sleeping silks and furs for the — 
night. 

Thuvia could hardly repress a smile as she noted the 
scrupulous care with which Jav’s imaginary men attended 

‘to each tiny detail of activity as truly as if they had been 
real flesh and blood. 

Sentries were posted between the camp and the city. 
Officers clanked hither and thither issuing commands and 
seeing to it that they were properly carried out. . 

Thuvia turned towards Jav. 

“Why do you keep these creatures in existence when 
Tario knows they are only imaginary? Why not let them 
dissolve until you need them again?” 

“You do not understand,”’ explained Jav. ““While they 
exist they are real. I call them into being, and in a way 

direct their general actions. But after that, until I dissolve 

them, they are as real as you or I. Their officers command 
them, though under my guidance. I am the general — that is 
all. And the psychological effect upon the enemy is far 
greater than if I were to treat them merely as substanceless 
wraiths. 

“Again,” continued the Lotharian, “there is always the 
hope, which with us is little short of belief, that some day 
these materialisations will become real people - they will 
not dissolve back. Our scientists assure us that this is pos- 
sible, and some day it will begin to happen and then we 
shall have discovered a means of perpetuating our dying 
race. | 

“There are some who claim already to have accom- 
plished this. It is generally supposed that the etherealists 
have quite a few among their number who are permanent 
materialisations. It is even said that Tario is one of them, 
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but that cannot be, for he existed before we had discovered 
the full possibilities of suggestion. 

“There are others among us who insist that none of us is 
real. They argue we could not have existed all these ages 


without material food and water if we ourselves were — 


material. Although I am a realist, I rather incline towards 


this belief myself. 


“Tt seems possible, and yet so far as I am concerned I © 


have all the attribute of corporeal existence. I eat, I sleep” 


— he paused, casting a meaning look upon the girl - “I i 


love!” 


Thuvia could not mistake the meaning of his words and — 
expression. She turned away with a shrug of distaste that _ 


was not lost upon the Lotharian. 
He came close to her and seized her arm. 


“Why not Jav?” he cried. “Who is more honourable 
than the second of the world’s most ancient race? Your _ 
Heliumite? He has gone. He has deserted you to your fate — 


to save himself. Come, be mine! ”’ 


Thuvia of Ptarth rose to her full height, scorn on her © 


lovely face. 


“You lie!”’ she said quietly. “The Heliumite does not — 


know disloyalty or fear.” 


“Then where is he?’ taunted the Lotharian. “‘I tell you © 


he has deserted you. He has left you to your fate. But Jav — 


will see that it is a pleasant one. Tomorrow we shall return — 
to Lothar at the head of my victorious army, and I shall be — 
jeddak and you will be my consort. Come!” And he at- | 


tempted to crush her to his breast. 


The girl struggled to free herself, striking at the man with — 
her metal armlets, yet still he drew her towards him. Then — 
both were suddenly startled by a hideous grow] that rum- © 


bled from the dark wood close behind them. 
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Kar Komak, the Bowman 


As Carthoris moved through the forest towards the dis- 
tant cliffs with Thuvia’s hand clasped in his, he wondered 
a little at the girl’s continued silence. Yet the contact of her 
cool palm against his was so pleasant that he was afraid 
to break the spell of her new-found reliance in him by 
speaking. 

’ Onward through the dim wood they passed until the 
shadows of the quick-coming Martian night began to close 
down upon them. It was then that Carthoris finally turned 
to speak to the girl at his side. 

As his eyes rested upon her, he was immediately struck 
by her strangely ethereal. appearance. And as he looked 
she began to dissolve until she faded completely from 
sight. 

For a moment he was dumbfounded, and then the truth 
flashed upon him. Jav had caused him to believe that 
Thuvia was accompanying him through the wood while 
he had detained the girl for himself! 

Carthoris was horrified. He cursed himself for his 
stupidity, and yet he knew that the fiendish power which 
the Lotharian had invoked to confuse him might have de- 
ceived anyone. 

As soon as he realised the truth, he started to retrace his 
steps towards Lothar. Now, though, he moved at a fast 
trot, the Earthly muscles that he had inherited from his 
father carrying him swiftly over the soft carpet of fallen 
leaves and rank grass. 

Brilliant moonlight flooded the plain before the walled 
city of Lothar as Carthoris broke from the wood opposite 
the great city gate. 

The plain at first seemed deserted. No bowmen camped 
beneath the overhanging branches of the giant trees. No 
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gory heaps of tortured dead defaced the beauty of the scar- i 
let sward. All was silence. All was peace. i 

The Heliumite, scarcely pausing at the edge of the forest, — 
pushed on across the plain towards the city. i 

Suddenly he saw a huddled form in the grass athisfeet. 

It was the body of a man. Carthoris turned the figure on- 
to its back. It was Jav, but torn and mangled almost be- 
yond recognition. ; 

“The Princess of Ptarth!” cried Carthoris in agony. 
“Where is she? Answer me, man!” e 

“Komal,” muttered Jav. “He sprang upon me... would © 
have devoured me but for the girl. They went away — the 
girl and the banth.. 

“Which way did they go?” 

“There,” replied Jav faintly. ‘““Towards the passage 
through the cliffs.” 

The Prince of Helium waited to hear no more, but — 
springing to his feet, raced back again into the forest. : 

It was dawn when he reached the mouth of the dark tun- — 
nel that would lead him to the world beyond this tei. of 
ghostly memories. 

Inside the long, dark passages he met with no accident or 
obstacle, coming at last into the light of day beyond the | 
mountains, and no great distance from the land of the 
Torquasians. 

From the boundary of Torquas to the city of Aaanthor - 
was a distance of some two hundred haads, so that the - 
Heliumite had before him a journey of more than one hunss 


_ dred and fifty Earth miles towards Aaanthor. 


He could only guess that Thuvia would head fork 
Aaanthor. That way lay the nearest water, and there she 
might expect to meet a rescue party from her father’s em-— 
pire. Carthoris knew that Thuvan Dihn would leave no™ 
stone unturned until he had tracked down his daughter. 

Carthoris realised that he would still be under suspicion’ 
of abducting Thuvia, but he now knew that Thuvia would | 
clear him. What he did not know was that serious events 
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had taken place in his homeland as a consequence of the 


_ villainy of Astok of Dusar. 


Even as he emerged from the mouth of the tunnel to look 


across the foothills in the direction of Aaanthor, a Ptarth 
_ air fleet was winging its majestic way slowly towards the 
_ twin cities of Helium, while from far distant Kaol raced 


n 


another mighty armada to join forces with its ally. 


He did not know that in the face of the evidence against 
him even his own people entertained suspicions that he 
had stolen the Ptarthian princess. 

He did not know of the lengths to which the Dusarians 


_ had gone to disrupt the friendship and alliance which ex- 


isted between the three great powers of the eastern hemis- 


_ phere — Helium, Ptarth and Kaol. 


How Dusarian emissaries had found employment in im- 


portant posts in the foreign offices of the three great 


nations, and how, through these men, messages from one 


_jeddak to another were altered and garbled until the 


_ patience and pride of the three rulers and former friends 
could no longer endure the humiliations and insults con- 
- tained in these falsified papers — none of this he knew. 


Nor did he know how even to the last John Carter, War- 
lord of Mars, had refused to permit the Jeddak of Helium 


to declare war against either Ptarth or Kaol, because of 
his implicit belief in his son, and that eventually all would 


be satisfactorily explained. Now Ptarth and Kaol were at 
war with Helium, and then, treacherously, knowing the 


- truth and the cause of it all, Dusar had joined in the war 


against the Heliumites. 
- But now two great fleets were moving upon Helium, 
while the Dusarian spies at the court of Tardos Mors saw 
to it that the twin cities remained in ignorance of their 
danger. 

War had been declared by Thuvan Dihn, but the mes- 


_senger who had been dispatched with the proclamation was 


a Dusarian who had seen to it that no word of warning 
reached the twin cities of the approach of a hostile fleet. 
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But of all this Carthoris was ignorant. All that inter- 
ested him at the moment was the finding of Thuvia of © 
Ptarth. Her trail beside that of the huge banth had been 
well marked to the tunnel, and was once more visible lead- 
ing southward into the foothills. 

As he followed rapidly downward towards the dead sea- 
bottom, where he knew he must lose the spoor in the re- 


Se 


h 


silient ochre vegetation, he was suddenly surprised to see © 


a naked warrior approaching him from the north-east. 
As the man drew closer, Carthoris halted. He saw the 


man was unarmed. He appeared to be a Lotharian, for his — 


skin was white and his hair auburn. 

He approached the Heliumite without sign of fear, and 
when quite close called out the cheery Barsoomian “Kaor” 
of greeting. 

“Who are you?” asked Carthoris. 

“TY am Kar Komak, odwar of the bowmen,” replied the 
other. “‘A strange thing has happened to me. For ages 
Tario has been bringing me into existence as he needed 
the services of the army of his mind. Of all the bowmen it 
has been Kar Komak who has most often been material- 
ised. 

“For a long time Tario has been concentrating his mind 
upon my permanent materialisation. It has been an obses- 
sion with him that some day this thing could be accom- 
plished and the future of Lothar assured. 

“Yesterday he succeeded, but at such a time! It must 
have been unknown to him, just as it was to me. I was pur- 


suing the fleeing Torquasians back to their ochre plains, 


with my yelling bowmen. 

“As darkness settled and the time came for us to fade 
once more into thin air, I suddenly found myself alone 
upon the.edge of the great plain which lies at the foot of 
the low hills. 


“My men had dissolved back to the nothingness from — 


which they had sprung, but I remained — naked and un- 
armed! 
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“At first I could not understand it, but at last I 
-Tealised what had occurred. Tario was right. Kar Komak 
had become a reality in the world of men, though my har- 
_ hess and weapons had faded away with my fellows.” 

“*Y ou wish to return to Lothar?” asked Carthoris. 

_ “No!” replied Kar Komak quickly. “I have no love for 
'Tario. Being a creature of his mind, I know him too well. 
He is cruel and tyrannical — a master I have no desire to 
serve. Now that he has succeeded in accomplishing my 
permanent materialisation, he will be unbearable, and he 

will go on until he has filled Lothar with his creatures. I 

wonder if he has succeeded as well with the maid of 

Lothar,” he said thoughtfully. 

_ “T thought there were no women there,” said Carthoris 
quickly. 
_ “In a hidden apartment in the palace of Tario,”’ replied 

Kar Komak, “the jeddak has maintained the suggestion of 
a beautiful girl, hoping that some day she will become 

permanent. I have seen her there. She is wonderful! But for 

her sake I hope that Tario does not succeed with her as he 
has with me. 
_ ‘Now, red man, I have told you of myself — what of 
you?” 

Carthoris liked the face and manner of the bowman. 
There had been no sign of doubt or fear in his expression 
as he approached the heavily-armed Heliumite, and he had 
spoken directly and to the point. 

So the Prince of Helium told the bowman of Lothar 
‘who he was and what adventure had brought him to this 
far country. 

“Good!” exclaimed the other, when he had done. “Kar 
Komak will accompany you. Together we will find the 
Princess of Ptarth and with you Kar Komak will return to 
the world of men — such a world as he knew in the long- 
gone past when the ships of mighty Lothar ploughed angry 
Throxus, and the roaring surf beat against the barrier of 
these patched and dreary hills.” 
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“What do you mean?” asked Carthoris wonderingly. 
*“Have you really had a former existence?” 

“Most assuredly,” replied Kar Komak. “In my day I 
commanded the fleets of Lothar — mightiest of all the fleets 
that sailed the five salt seas. 

‘Wherever men lived upon Barsoom the name of Kar 


Komak was known and respected. In those distant days — 


the land races were peaceful — only the seafarers were war- 


riors, but now the glory of the past has faded, nor did I — 
think until I met you there remained anyone on Barsoom — 


who lived and loved and fought like the ancient seafarers 
of my time.” 

Carthoris was a trifle sceptical as to the wisdom of per- 
mitting the stranger to come with him. There was always 
the chance that he was some hypnotic treachery of Tario or 
Jav. And yet, so sincere were the manner and words of the 
bowman, so much the fighting man did he seem, that Car- 
thoris could not find it in his heart to doubt him. 

In the end he gave way, and together they set out upon 
the trail of Thuvia and Komal. 


Down to the ochre sea-bottom led the trail. There it dis- 


appeared, as Carthoris had known it would, but where it 
entered the plain its direction had been towards Aaanthor 
and so towards Aaanthor the pair turned their faces. 

It was a long and tedious journey, fraught with many 
dangers. The bowman could not travel at the pace set by 
Carthoris, whose muscles carried him with great rapidity 
over the face of the small planet, where the force of gravity 
exerts so much less retarding power than that of the Earth. 
Fifty miles a day was a fair average for a Barsoomian, but 
the son of John Carter could easily have covered a hun- 


dred or more miles if he had been prepared to desert his — 


new-found comrade. 

All the way they were in constant danger of discovery 
by roving bands of Torquasians, and especially was this 
true when they reached the boundary of Torquas. 


Good fortune was with them, however, and although © 
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Inisy sighted two detachments of the savage green men, they 
_ were not seen themselves. 

+ And so they came, upon the morning of the third day, 
within sight of the glistening domes of distant Aaanthor. 
Throughout the journey Carthoris had strained his eyes 
ahead in search of Thuvia and the great banth, but not till 
_ now had he seen anything to give him hope. 

_. That morning, far ahead, half-way between themselves 
and Aaanthor, the men saw two tiny figures moving to- 
_ wards the city. For a moment they watched them intently. 
Then Carthoris, sure it was Thuvia and the banth, leapt 
forward at a rapid run, Kar Komak following as swiftly as 
he could. 

The Heliumite shouted to attract the girl’s attention, and 
after a time he was rewarded by seeing her turn and stand 
looking towards him. At her side the great banth stood 
with pricked-up ears, watching the approaching man. 

All at once he saw her point towards the north-west, 
beyond him. Without slackening his pace, he turned his 
~ eyes in the direction she indicated. 

Racing silently over the thick vegetation, not half a mile 
“away, came a score of fierce green warriors, charging upon 
him with their mighty thoats. 

To their right was Kar Komak, naked and unarmed, 
yet running valiantly towards Carthoris and shouting a 
warning as though he, too, had just seen the silent, menac- 
ing company that raced along with couched spears and 
ready long-swords. 

Carthoris shouted to the Lotharian, warning him back, 
_ for he knew he would only sacrifice his life by placing him- 
self, unarmed, in the path of the cruel and relentless 
savages. 

But Kar Komak never hesitated. With shouts of en- 
couragement to his new friend, he ran onward towards the 
Prince of Helium. The red man’s heart leapt in response to 
this exhibition of courage and self-sacrifice. He regretted 
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he had not thought to give Kar Komak one of his swords, 
but it was now too late to attempt it. : 

Carthoris turned his face again towards Thuvia and 
now, from Aaanthor, he saw a new force hastening to- 
wards them — two medium-sized aircraft — and even at that 
distance he discerned the device of Dusar on their bows. 

Now, indeed, there seemed little hope for Thuvia of 
Ptarth. With savage warriors of the hordes of Torquas 
charging towards her from one direction, and no less 
implacable enemies, in the form of the warriors of Astok, 
Prince of Dusar, bearing down upon her from another; 
with only a banth, a red warrior, and an unarmed bowman 
near to defend her, her plight seemed hopeless. 

As Carthoris sprinted up, her heart bounded with joy. 
She tried to tell herself that this was wrong, she was going 
to marry another man. All the same, she was overjoyed 
as the mighty red warrior raced to her side. 

There he halted, panting, smiling on her. 

“Courage, my princess,”’ he whispered. 

To the girl’s memory flashed that other time when he had 
used those same words — in the throne-room of Tario of 
Lothar as they had begun to slip down the marble floor 
towards an unknown fate. | 

Then she had not said anything in reproof at the use of | 
the familiar salutation, nor did she reprove him now — how ~ 
could she? Yet she was promised to another. She wondered 
at herself — flushing at her own inward turmoil, for upon 
Barsoom it was a shameful thing for a woman to listen 
to those two words from anyone other than her husband 
or her betrothed. 

Carthoris saw her cheeks flush, and instantly regretted 
his words. There was only a moment to speak to her before 
the green warriors were upon them. ; 

“Forgive me!”’ said Carthoris. “Let my love be my ex- 
cuse — that and the belief that I have only a moment more 
of life.”” With those words he turned to meet the foremost 
of the green warriors. 
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The man was charging with couched spear, but Carthoris 


i leapt to one side, and as the great thoat and its rider hurtled 
_ harmlessly past him he swung his long-sword in a mighty 


cut that clove the green carcass in twain. 

At the same moment Kar Komak leapt with bare hands 
| clawing at the leg of another of the huge riders. The rest 
_ of the horde raced in to close quarters, dismounting the 
better to wield their favourite long-swords. 

And the Dusarian fliers touched the soft carpet of the 
ochre-clad sea-bottom, disgorging fifty fighting men from 


their bowels, while into the swirling sea of cutting, slashing 


swords sprang Komal, the great banth. 


Green Men and White Apes 


_ A Torquasian sword smote a glancing blow across the 


_ forehead of Carthoris. He had a fleeting vision of soft arms 


about his neck, and warm lips close to his before he lost 
consciousness. 
How long he lay there senseless he could not guess, 


_ but when he opened his eyes again he was alone, except 


for the bodies of the dead green men and Dusarians, and 
the carcass of a great banth that lay half across his own. 
_ Thuvia was gone, nor was the body of Kar Komak 
among the dead. 


Weak from loss of blood, Carthoris slowly made his 
way towards Aaanthor, reaching its outskirts at dark. 

More than anything else, he wanted water, and so he 
_ kept on up a broad avenue towards the great central plaza, 
where he knew water was to be found in a half-ruined 
building. 

Disheartened and discouraged by events which seemed 
to thwart his every attempt to serve the Princess of Ptarth, 
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he paid little or no attention to his surroundings. He 
walked through the deserted city as though no great white 
apes lurked in the black shadows of the mystery-haunted 
piles that flanked the broad avenues and the great plaza. 

But if Carthoris was careless of his surroundings, not 
so other eyes that watched his entrance into the plaza, and 
followed his slow footsteps towards the marble pile that 
housed the tiny, half-choked spring. 


As the Heliumite entered the small building a dozen 


mighty, grotesque figures emerged from the doorway of the 
palace to speed noiselessly across the plaza towards him. 

For half an hour Carthoris remained in the building, dig- 
ging away the choking sand for water and gaining a few 
much-needed drops. Then he rose and slowly left the place. 


woes Fine SRS 


Scarcely had he stepped beyond the threshold than twelve _ 


Torquasian warriors leapt upon him. 

There was no time to draw his long-sword, but his slim 
dagger flew out and as he went down beneath them more 
than one green heart ceased beating at the bite of that keen 
point. 

- Then they overpowered him and took his weapons 
away, but only nine of the twelve warriors who had cros- 
sed the plaza returned with their prize. 

They dragged their prisoner roughly to the palace pits, 
where in utter darkness they chained him with rusty links 
to the solid masonry of the wall. 

“Tomorrow Thar Ban will speak with you,” they said. 
“Now he sleeps. But his pleasure will be great when he 
learns who has wandered amongst us — and great will be 
the pleasure of Hortan Gur when Thar Ban drags before 
him the mad fool who dared to prick the great jeddak with 
his sword.” 

Then they left him to the silence and the darkness. 

For what seemed hours Carthoris squatted upon the 
stone floor of his prison, his back against the wall in which 
was sunk the heavy eye-bolt that secured the chain which 
held him. 
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* Then, from out the mysterious blackness before him, 
there came to his ears the sound of naked feet moving 
stealthily upon stone — approaching nearer and nearer to 
where he lay, unarmed and defenceless. 

Minutes passed — minutes that seemed hours — during 
which time periods of silence would be followed by a 
repetition of the scraping of naked feet slinking warily 
upon him. 

After a while he heard a sudden rush of unshod feet 
across the empty blackness, and quite close to him a 
scuffling sound, heavy breathing, and once what seemed 
like the muttered imprecation of a man battling against 
great odds. Then followed the clanging of a chain, and a 
noise as of the snapping against stone of a broken link. 

Again came silence. But for a moment only. Now he 
heard once more the soft feet approaching him. He thought 
he discerned wicked eyes gleaming fearfully through the 
darkness. Then he heard the heavy breathing of powerful 
Jungs. 

And then came the rush of many feet towards him, and 
the things were upon him. 

Hands terminating in manlike fingers clutched at his 
throat and arms and legs. Hairy bodies strained and strug- 
gled against his own smooth skin as he battled in grim 
silence against the terrible things in the darkness of the pits 
of ancient Aaanthor. 

Carthoris of Helium was built like some giant god, yet 
in the clutches of those unseen creatures he was as helpless 
as a child. 

Yet he battled on, striking futile blows against great, 
hairy breasts he could not see, feeling thick, squat throats 
beneath his fingers, the drool of saliva upon his cheek, and 
hot, foul breath in his nostrils. 

Fangs, too, mighty fangs, were close, yet why they did 
not sink into his flesh he could not guess. 

At last he became aware of a mighty surging of his 
antagonists back and forth upon the great chain that held 
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him, suddenly came the same sound he had heard before — an 
his chain had parted and the broken end snapped -back { 
against the stone wall. ¥ 

Now he was seized and dragged at a rapid pace through $ 
the dark corridors — towards what fate he could not even : 
guess. 

At first he had thought his foes were of the tribe of ' 
Torquas, but their hairy bodies belied that belief. Now he } 
became sure of their identity, though why they had not 
killed and devoured him he could not i imagine. i 

After half an hour or more of rapid racing through the ~ 
underground passages that are a distinguishing feature of | 
all Barsoomian cities, his captors suddenly emerged into | 
the moonlight of a courtyard, far from the central plaza. _ 

Carthoris now saw that, as he had guessed, he was in | 


_the power of a tribe of the great white apes of Barsoom. - 


The curious thing was that the white apes were hairless, _ 
yet he had felt hair on them. Now he saw the reason why _ 
— across their chests were strips of hairy hide, in imita- _ 
tion of the green warriors. ; | 

Carthoris had read of the existence of tribes of apes that | 
seemed to be progressing towards higher standards of 
intelligence. Into such hands he had fallen. But — what were | 
their intentions towards him? | 

As he looked round the courtyard, he saw about fifty of 
the hideous apes, squatting on their haunches, and at a 
little distance from him another human being, closely 
guarded, 

As his eyes met those of his fellow-captive a smile lit ui 
the other’s face, and: “Kaor, red man!” burst from me | 
lips. It was Kar Komak, the bowman. 

“Kaor!” cried Carthoris. “How did you get here, and | 
what happened to the princess?” 

“Red men like yourself descended in mighty ships that | 
sailed the five seas,” replied Kar Komak. “They fought | 
with the green men of Torquas. They slew Komal, god of 
Lothar. I thought they were your friends, and I was sie 
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when finally those who survived carried the red girl to 
one of the ships and sailed away into the safety of the high 


air. 


“Then the green men seized me, and carried me to a 


_ great, empty city, where they chained me to a wall in a 


black pit. Afterwards came these apes who dragged me 


_ here. And what happened to you, red man?” 


Carthoris related all that had befallen him. As the two 
men talked the great apes squatted round them, watching 
intently. 

“What are we to do now?” asked the bowman. 

“Our position looks hopeless,” replied Carthoris rue- 
fully. ‘““These creatures are born man-eaters. Why they 
haven’t already devoured us I don’t know.” His voice 
changed to a harsh whisper. ““There! See? The end is com- 


ing!” 


Kar Komak looked round. A huge ape was advancing 


_ with a mighty bludgeon. 


“Do we die without a struggle?” asked Kar Komak. 

“Not I,” replied Carthoris grimly. ‘Though what can we 
do against these creatures? Oh, for a long-sword!” 

“Or a good bow,” added Kar Komak, “and a utan of 


- bowmen.” 


At his words Carthoris suddenly sprang to his feet, only 
to be dragged roughly down by his guard. . 
“Kar Komak!”’ he cried. ‘““Why can’t you do what Tario 


and Jav did? They had no bowmen except those of their 


own creation. You must know the secret of their power. 
19? 


Call up your own utan, Kar Komak! 
The Lotharian looked at Carthoris in wide-eyed aston- 


_ishment as the full meaning of the suggestion came home 


to him. 

“Why not?” he said with sudden enthusiasm. 

The savage ape bearing the mighty bludgeon was head- 
ing towards Carthoris. The Heliumite’s fingers were work- 
ing as he kept his eyes upon his executioner. Now 
Kar Komak turned his gaze penetratingly upon the apes. 
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The effort of his mind showed by the sweat upon his tense, 
drawn face. : 
The white ape who was to slay the red man was almost 
within arm’s reach of his prey when Carthoris heard a © 
hoarse shout from across the courtyard. At that apes and © 
prisoners turned in the direction of the sound. A company — 
of sturdy bowmen was rushing from the doorway of a — 
nearby building. : 
With screams of rage the apes leapt to their feet to meet _ 
the charge. A volley of arrows met them half-way, sending — 
a dozen rolling lifeless to the ground. Then the apes closed ~ 
with their adversaries. All their attention was occupied by © 
the attackers - even the guard had deserted the poe i 
to join in the battle. 2 
“Come!” whispered Kar Komak. “Now we can escape — 
while their attention is diverted by my bowmen.” 
*‘And leave your brave comrades leaderless?”’ cried Car- 
thoris. His loyal nature revolted at the idea. 5 
Kar Komak laughed. 

“You forget they are only thin air — figments of my 
brain. They will vanish, unscathed, when we have no — 
further need for them. Praised be your first ancestor, red © 
man, that you thought of it in time! It would never have © 
occurred to me to imagine I too could wield the same ( 
power that brought me into existence.” q 

The pair now turned from the courtyard, and making © 
their way into one of the broad avenues, crept stealthily © 
in the shadows of the building towards the great central — i 
plaza. Here were the buildings occupied by the green war- ‘ 
riors when they visited the deserted city. i 

When they came to the edge of the plaza Caro : 
halted. 

“Wait here,” he whispered..‘“‘I will fetch some thoats, # 
because on foot we could never hope to escape from ees 
green fiends.” 

To reach the courtyard where the thoats were kept it | 
was necessary for Carthoris to pass through one of the 
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buildings which surrounded the square. He could not 
guess which were occupied and which were not, so he was 
compelled to take considerable risks to gain the enclosure 
where he could hear the restless beasts squealing and 
quarrelling among themselves. 
Chance carried him through a dark doorway into a large 
_ chamber in which lay a score or more green warriors wrap- 
ped in their sleeping silks and furs. Carthoris had scarcely 
passed inside than he became aware of the presence of 
something or someone in the hallway through which he 
had just passed. 

He heard a man yawn. Then, behind him, he saw the 
figure of a sentry rise from where he had been dozing, and 
stretching himself resume his watch. 

Carthoris realised that he must have passed within a 
foot of the warrior, possibly rousing him from his slumber. 
To retreat now would be impossible. Yet to cross through 
that room full of sleeping warriors seemed almost equally 
beyond the pale of possibility. 

-’ Carthoris shrugged his broad shoulders and chose the 
lesser evil. Warily he entered the room. To his right, 
against the wall, leaned several swords, rifles and spears. 

Sight of the swords made the young man’s palm itch. He 
stepped quickly across to them, selecting two short-swords 
— one for Kar Komak, the other for himself; also some 
trappings for his naked comrade. 

‘Then he glided softly across the apartment among the 
sleeping Torquasians. 

Not a man moved until Carthoris had completed more 
than half of his short though dangerous journey. Then a 
green man directly in his path turned restlessly upon his 
sleeping silks and furs. 

The Heliumite paused above him, one of the short- 
swords in readiness should the warrior awaken. For what 
seemed an eternity the green man continued to move un- 
easily upon his couch. Then, as though actuated by springs, 
he leapt suddenly to his feet and faced the red man. 
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Instantly Carthoris struck, but not before a savage grunt 
escaped the other’s lips. In an instant the room was in tur- 
moil. Warriors leapt to their feet, grasping their weapons ~ 
as they rose, and calling to one another for an explanation ~ 
of the disturbance. { 

To Carthoris all within the room was plainly visible in — 
the dim light reflected from outside but to the eyes of the — 
newly-awakened green men nothing was clear. } 

One of the green men stumbled against the corpse of the 
warrior whom Carthoris had slain. He saw about him the — 
giant figures of other green men, and immediately he — 
jumped to the wrong conclusion. ‘ 

“The Thurds!” he cried. “The Thurds are upon us! — 
Rise, warriors of Torquas, and drive home your swords ~ 
into the hearts of Torquas’ ancient enemies!” q 

Instantly the green men began to fall upon one another © 
with naked swords. Their savage lust of battle was 
aroused. To fight, to kill, to die with cold steel buried in | 
their vitals! Ah, that to them was Nirvana. 

Carthoris was quick to take advantage of the confusion. 
He lost no time in running across the room to the doorway 
which opened into the inner court, where the savage thoats 
were squealing and fighting among themselves. 

Once there he had no easy task before him. To catch © 
and mount one of those habitually raging and intractable 
beasts was no child’s play under the best of conditions. 
Now, when silence and time were such important con- 
siderations, it seemed almost hopeless. 

The temper of the thoats of Torquas appeared even — 
shorter than their vicious cousins among the Tharks and — 
Warhoons. For a time it seemed unlikely that he would — 
escape a savage charge on the part of a couple of old bulls _ 
that circled, squealing, about him. 

At last, however, he managed to get close enough to one ~ 
of them to touch the beast. With the feel of his hand upon — 
the sleek hide the creature quietened, and in answer to the , 
telepathic command of the red man sank to its knees. : 

94 : 


5 


| 


ete oo Ys Sars 


Lee ST Rr 


In a moment Carthoris was upon its back, guiding it 

towards the great gate that led into an avenue beyond. 
_. The other bull, still squealing and enraged, followed after 
its companion. There was no bridle upon either beast, for 
those strange creatures were controlled entirely by sugges- 
tion — when they were controlled at all! 

With difficulty Carthoris urged the two beasts to the 

gate, where, leaning down, he raised the latch. Then the 
thoat he was riding placed its great shoulder to the skeel- 
wood planking and pushed through. A moment later the 
man and the two beasts were swinging silently down the 
avenue to the edge of the plaza, where Kar Komak hid. 
_ Here Carthoris found considerable difficulty in subdu- 
ing the second thoat, and as Kar Komak had never before 
ridden one of the beasts, it seemed a hopeless job. At last, 
however, the bowman managed to scramble on to the sleek 
back, and again the two beasts galloped softly down the 
moss-grown avenues towards the open sea-bottom beyond 
the city. 

All that night, and the following day and second night, 
they rode towards the north-east. No sign of pursuit de- 
veloped, and at dawn of the second day Carthoris saw in 
the distance the waving ribbon of great trees that marked 
one of the long Barsoomian waterways. 

Immediately they abandoned their thoats and approach- 
ed the cultivated district on foct. Carthoris also discarded 
the metal from his harness, which would identify him as a 
Heliumite of royal blood, for he did not know to which 
nation this waterway belonged. Upon Mars it was always 
well to assume that every man and nation was your enemy 
until you learned to the contrary. 

It was approaching noon when the two at last entered 
one of the roads that cut through the cultivated districts. 
Here was a succession of farms that stretched as far as 
the eye could see. 

The high wall surrounding the fields served as a protec- 
tion against surprise attack by green hordes, as well as 
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keeping the savage banths and other carnivora from the 
domestic animals on the farms. j 

Carthoris stopped at the first gate he came to, pounding 
for admission. The young man who answered his summons 
greeted the two hospitably, though he looked with con-— 
siderable wonder upon the white skin and auburn hair of. 
the bowman, | 

After he had listened for a moment to an improvised 
account of their escape from the Torquasians, he invited 
them inside, took them to his house and ordered his ser- 
vants to prepare food for them. 

As they waited in the low-ceilinged, pleasant living-| 
room of the farmhouse until the meal was ready, Carthoris 
drew his host into conversation in order to learn his 
nationality. q 

“YT am Halvas,” said the young man, “son of Vas Kor, off 
Dusar, a noble in the retinue of Astok, Prince of Dusar. At 
present I am Dwar of the Road for this district.” f 

Carthoris was glad he had not disclosed his identity. He 
had no illusions about Astok. Astok would not allow him 
out of his country knowing that he, Carthoris, knew the 
Dusarian was the criminal responsible for the abduction 
of Thuvia of Ptarth. : 

“‘And who are you?”’ asked Hal Vas. ““By your appear~ 
ance you are a fighting man, but I see no insignia upom | 
your harness. Are you a panthan?”’ 

Now, these wandering soldiers of fortune are common 
upon Barsoom, where most men love to fight. They sell 
their services wherever war exists, and in the occasional 
brief intervals when there is no organised warfare between 
the red nations, they join one of the numerous expeditions 
that are constantly being dispatched against the green men 
in protection of the waterways that traverse the wilder por- 
tions of the globe. ‘ 

When their service is over they discard the metal of the 
nation they have been serving until they find a new master, 
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In the intervals they wear no insignia, their war-worn har- 
hess and grim weapons being sufficient to attest their call- 
ing. 
Carthoris leapt at the idea. Yes, he was a panthan, he 
agreed, not realising how he was involving himself with 
‘his words. For there was a drawback to being a panthan. 
In times of war any panthans who happened to be with- 
in the domain of a belligerent nation were compelled to 
don the i insignia of that nation and fight with her warriors. 
So far as Carthoris knew Dusar was not at war with any 
‘other nation, but there was never any telling when one red 
nation would be fiying at the throat of a neighbour. 
A pleasant smile lighted Hal Vas’ face as Carthoris ad- 
mitted his vocation. 
_ “Good,” he said heartily. “You will find yourself in 
armed service again very quickly.” 
_ And then he said something which stunned Carthoris. 
“My father, Vas Kor, is with me right now, having 
come to recruit men for the new war with Helium.” 


F 
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To Save Dusar 


Thuvia of Ptarth, battling for life against the strength of 
Jav, cast a quick glance over her shoulder towards the 
forest from which had rumbled the fierce growl. Jav 
looked, too. 

What they saw filled each with apprehension. It was 
Komal, the banth-god, rushing wide-jawed upon them! 

Which had he chosen for his prey? Or was it to be both? 
_ They had not long to wait, for though the Lotharian at- 
tempted to hold the girl between himself and the terrible 
fangs, the great beast found him at last. 

Then, shrieking, he attempted to run towards Lothar, 
first pushing Thuvia bodily into the face of the man-eater. 
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But his flight was of short duration. In a moment Komal A ; 


was upon him, rending his throat and chest with demonia- 
cal fury. 


The girl reached their side a moment later, but it was — . 


with difficulty that she tore the mad beast from its prey. 
Still growling and casting hungry glances back upon Jav, 
the banth at last permitted itself to be led away into Ba 
wood. 

With her giant protector by her side Thuvia now set out 
to find the tunnel through the cliffs. She could not believe 
that Carthoris had deliberately deserted her, and so she 
kept a constant watch for him. Unfortunately she bore too 
far to the north in her search for the tunnel and she passed . 
the Heliumite as he was returning to Lothar in search of 
her. 

Thuvia of Ptarth was having difficulty in her thoughts 
regarding the Prince of Helium. She could not admit even 


to herself that she loved him, and yet she had permitted 


him to use a term of endearment which a Barsoomian maid 
should never permit without rebuke - ‘‘My princess.” 

Kulan Tith, Jeddak of Kaol, to whom she was betrothed, 
commanded her respect and admiration. Yet in her heart 
she knew he could not compare with the mighty Carthoris. 
Kulan Tith was her father’s choice — politically the mar- 
riage would unite their powerful nations. Thuvia had 
obeyed her father’s wishes because on Barsoom a princess 
did as her father ordered. ; 

It was almost dark when she found the entrance to the 
tunnel. She passed safely through to the hills beyond, and 
there, under the bright light of Mars’ two moons, she halted 
to plan her future action. 

Should she wait here in the hope that Carthoris would 
return in search of her? Or should she continue her way 
north-east towards Ptarth? Where would Carthoris first 
go after leaving the valley of Lothar? 
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Her parched throat and dry tongue gave her the answer _ 
— towards Aaanthor and water. Well, she too would go to — 
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_ Aaanthor, where she might find more than the water she 
_ needed. 

__ With Komal by her side she felt little fear, for he would 
_ protect her from all other savage beasts. Even the great 

_ white apes would flee from the mighty banth in terror. Men | 


_ only need she fear, but she must take this and many other 


chances before she could hope to reach her father’s court 
again. 
___ So she had trudged on, hour after hour, Komal ranging 
__ by her side. Then had come the distant shout behind her, 

and her heart had leapt. Was thts Carthoris? If so, who 
was his companion? 

At which moment her attention was diverted by a 
movement. To her horror she saw green men charging to- 
_ wards her. But then Carthoris had reached her side. There 
_ was wild confusion, a great fight — then Carthoris, her won- 
derful Prince of Helium, went down. 
_ The sight of red warriors leaping from their fliers for a 
moment filled her with renewed hope — hope that Carthoris 
_ of Helium might be only stunned and they would rescue 
him. But when she saw the Dusarian metal upon their har- 
ness, she knew it was hopeless. 

Komal, too, was dead — dead across the body of the 
Heliumite. She was alone now. There was no one to pro- 


G.\ tect her. 


The Dusarian warriors dragged her to the deck of the 
nearest flier. All about them the green warriors surged in 
an attempt to wrest her from the red men. 

At last those who had not died in the conflict gained 
the decks of their two fliers. Engines throbbed and purred 
— propellers whirred. Quickly the swift ana shot 
heavenward. 

Thuvia of Ptarth glanced round. A man stood near, 
smiling into her face. With a gasp of. recognition she 
looked into his eyes, and then with a little moan of terror 
she buried her face in her hands and sank to the polished 
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skeel-wood flight deck. It was Astok, Prince of Dusar, who 
stood there. — 

Astok’s fliers were swift and he had great need of their 
speed for since the declaration of war the air patrols of 
Helium, Ptarth and Kaol were scattered far and wide above 
Barsoom. Nor would it go well with Astok of Dusar if any- 
one discovered Thuvia of Ptarth a prisoner upon his own 
vessel. 

Long before they reached their destination Thuvia of 
Ptarth had learned several things that cleared up the 
doubts in her mind. They had barely risen above Aaanthor 
when she recognised one of the crew as a member of the 
crew of that other flier which had taken her from her 
father’s gardens to Aaanthor. 

The presence of Astok upon the craft settled the whole 
question. She had been stolen by emissaries of the Dus- 
arian prince — Carthoris of Helium had had nothing to do 
with it! 

Nor did Astok deny the charge when she accused him. 
He only smiled: and said it was for love of her that he had 
done it. 

“T would sooner mate with a white ape!” Thuvia told 
him contemptuously. 

Astok glowered sullenly upon her. 

“You will mate with me, Thuvia of Ptarth,” he growled, 
“or, by your first ancestors, you will have your preference 
—and mate with a white ape!” 

The girl made no reply, nor could he draw her into con- 
versation during the rest of the journey. 

Astok was a worried man. He was aghast at the con- 
sequences of his act against the Princess of Ptarth. Because 
of that rash act they were at each other’s throats now, the 

two mighty warring nations. 


His one thought now was to get her to Dusar, and there 


let his father assume the responsibility. In the meantime 

he would be as careful as possible to do nothing to offend 

her, in case they were captured and he would have to ac- 
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th ue for his treatment of the girl to one of the great jed-. 
nay Go 
- _ At last, however, they came to Dusar, where Astok hid 

_his prisoner in a secret room high in the east tower of his 
_ own palace. He had sworn his men to silence, for until 
he had seen his father, Nutus, Jeddak of Dusar, he dared 
not let anyone know she was there in Dusar. 

But when he appeared in the great audience chamber 
before the cruel-lipped man who was his father, he found 
his courage oozing, and he dared not speak of the princess 
_ hidden within his palace. He decided to approach the sub- 
ject gradually, working up to it, and so he told a tale of 
__ capturing someone who claimed to know the whereabouts 
_ of Thuvia of Ptarth. 

“And if you command it, Sire,” he said, “I will go and 
capture her — bringing her here to Dusar.” 

Nutus frowned and shook his head. 

““You have done enough already. Three nations are at - 
war because of what you have done, and if they learned 
that Thuvia was here they would turn on us.” 

He smiled, though, a cruel smile of satisfaction. 

“Though it was a masterly stroke of yours to put the 
blame on Carthoris of Helium.” 

He paced the room and now it seemed he was having a 

- change of mind. 
“Tf Thuvia, is found and rescued she will tell them that 
you were the cause of the abduction, though you 
bungled it.” He glared fiercely at his quailing son. “Can 
- werisk that?” 

Weak he was; yes, and wicked, too; but the suggestion 
that his father’s words implied turned him cold with horror. 

The men of Mars were cruel to their enemies, but the 
word “‘enemies” is commonly interpreted to mean men 
only. Yet to murder a woman was a crime so unthinkable 
that even the most hardened of paid assassins would 
shrink from it. 
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Nutus, though, was oblivious to his son’s horror at the 
suggestion. He continued : 
“You say you know where the girl lies hidden? Then you 
must go to her hiding place and fetch her here in all secrecy. 
Do not return to Dusar without her, upon pain of death!” 
Astok, Prince of Dusar, well knew his royal father’s 
temper. He knew that in the tyrant’s heart there pulsed 
not a single throb of love for any creature. 
Astok’s mother had been a slave woman. Nutus had 
never loved her, He had never loved another. In his youth 


he had tried to find a bride at the courts of several of his © 


powerful neighbours, but their women would have none 
of him. 

After a dozen daughters of his own nobility had sought 
self-destruction rather than marry him he had given up. 
And then he had legally married one of his slaves so that he 
might have a son to stand among the jeds when Nutus died 
and a new jeddak was chosen. 

Slowly Astok withdrew from the presence of his father. 
With white face and shaking limbs he made his way to 
his own palace. As he crossed the courtyard his glance 
wandered to the great east tower looming high against the 
azure of the sky. 

At sight of it beads of sweat broke out upon his brow. 

Issus! No other hand than his own could be trusted to 
do the terrible deed. With his own fingers he must crush 
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the life from that perfect throat, or plunge a.blade into the © 


red, red heart. 

Her heart! The heart that he had hoped would brim 
with love for him! 

But she had rejected him and with the thought his com- 


punction lessened, and the instinct for vengeance upon the ~ 


gir] who had despised him stirred in his mind. 

A cold smile supplanted the horror that had dilated his 
eyes. He turned his steps towards the tower. He would 
give the girl one last chance. 


, Quietly he passed in through the secret way, ascending — 
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_@ spiral runway to the apartment in which the Princess of 
_Ptarth was imprisoned. 

As he entered the room he saw the girl leaning upon 
_ the sill of the window, gazing out across the roof tops of . 
_ Dusar towards distant Ptarth. He hated Ptarth. The 
thought of it filled him with rage. Why not finish her now 


and have it done with? 


At the sound of his step, though, she turned quickly to- 
wards him. Ah, how beautiful she was! His sudden 
_. determination faded before her wondrous beauty. Maybe 
__ there was some other way. Some other hand to strike the 
__ blow — with that face, with those eyes before him, he could 
_ never do it. He had always gloried in the cruelty of his 

nature, but, Issus! he was not that cruel. No, someone 


_ else must be found — someone he could trust. 


He was still looking at her as she stood there before 
him meeting his gaze steadily and unafraid. He felt the hot 
passion of his love mounting. 

If she would relent, all might yet be well. If she accepted 
him they could fly to Ptarth, laying all the blame upon the 
shoulders of Nutus. 

“Thuvia,” he said, “I come once again, for the last time, 
to lay my heart at your feet. Ptarth and Kaol and Dusar are 

battling with Helium because of you. Marry me, Thuvia, 
and let us end the war.” 

The girl shook her head. She could never trust him. 

“‘Wait!’’ he commanded, before she could speak. “Be- 
_ fore you say something which may seal not only your own 
fate but that of thousands of warriors who battle because 
of you, know the truth.” 

“Refuse to marry me, Thuvia of Ptarth, and you must 
die to save Dusar — there is no other way. Nutus, the jed- 
dak, has so decreed. I have spoken.” 

For a long moment the girl let her gaze rest full upon the 
face of Astok of Dusar. Then she spoke, and her tone car- 
ried unfathomable depths of cold contempt. 

“J do not trust you. I will die before marrying you!” 
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Then she turned her back upon him. 

Astok wheeled and left the room, eg after a few 
moments with food and drink. 

“Here,” he said, “is food for you until I return again. 
But the next to enter this apartment will be your execu- 
tioner. Commend yourself to your ancestors, Thuvia of 
Ptarth, for within a short time you will be with them.” 

Then he was gone. 

Half an hour later he was interviewing an officer high in 
the navy of Dusar. 

“Where has Vas Kor gone?” he asked. “He is not at 
his palace.” 

“South, to the greater waterway that skirts Torquas,” 
he was told. “His son, Hal Vas, is Dwar of the Road there, 
and Vas Kor has gone to enlist recruits among the workers 
on the farms.” 

“Good,” said Astok, and half an hour later found him 
rising above Dusar in his swiftest flier. 


Turjun, the Panthan 


Carthoris of Helium gave no indication of his emotions — 


when he heard from the lips of Hal Vas that Helium was at 
war with Dusar, and that fate had thrown him into the 
service of the enemy. 

To escape from the Dusarians might prove an easy 
matter, and then again it might not. If they suspected his 
loyalty (and the loyalty of an impressed panthan was 
always open to suspicion), he might not find an oppor- 
tunity to elude their vigilance until after the termination of 
the war, which might occur within days, or, again, only 
after long and weary years of bloodshed. 

He remembered that history recorded wars in which 
actual military operations had been carried on without ces- 
sation for five or six hundred years, and even ny there 
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were nations upon Barsoom with which Helium had made 


no peace within the history of man. 


YY 


The outlook was not cheering. He could not guess that 
within a few hours he would be blessing the fate that had 


thrown him into the service of Dusar. 


“Ah!” exlaimed Hal Vas. “Here is my father now. 


- Kaor! Vas Kor. Here is someone you will be glad to meet 
_ —adoughty panthan —” He hesitated. 


““Turjun,” said Carthoris, seizing upon the first name 
that occurred to him. 

As he spoke his eyes crossed quickly to the tall warrior 
who was entering the room. Where had he seen that giant 
figure before, that taciturn countenance, and the livid 
sword-cut from temple to mouth? 

“Was Kor,” repeated Carthoris mentally. ““Vas Kor!” 

And then the noble spoke, and like a flash it all came 
back to Carthoris — the inquisitive servant upon the land- 
ing-stage at Ptarth when he had been explaining the in- 


_tricacies of his new compass to Thuvan Dihn; the lone 
_ slave who had guarded his own hangar that night he had 


left upon his ill-fated journey for Ptarth — the journey that 


_ had brought him so mysteriously to far Aaanthor. 


“Vas Kor,” he repeated aloud, “blessed be your ances- 


tors for this meeting,” nor did the Dusarian guess the 


wealth of meaning that lay beneath that hackneyed 
phrase. 

**And blessed be yours, Turjun,”’ replied Vas Kor. 

Now came the introduction of Kar Komak to Vas Kor. 
As Carthoris went through the little ceremony there came 
to him the only explanation he might make to account for 


_ the white skin and auburn hair of the bowman. 


“Kar Komak,” he explained, “is, as you can see, a 
thern. He has wandered far from his icebound southern 
temples in search of adventure. I came upon him in the 
pits of Aaanthor, but though I have known him so short a 
time, I can vouch for his bravery and loyalty.” 

Since the destruction of the false religion by John Carter, 
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the majority of therns had gladly accepted the new ~ 


order, so that it was now no longer uncommon to see them 
mingling with the multitudes of red men in any of the 
great cities of the outer world. So Vas Kor neither felt nor 
expressed any great astonishment. 

All during the interview Carthoris watched, catlike, for 
some indication that Vas Kor recognised in the battered 
panthan the former Prince of Helium. But the sleepless 
nights, the long days of marching and fighting, the wounds 
and the dried blood evidently obliterated his likeness to his 
former self. And then Vas Kor had seen him only twice in 
his life. Little wonder that he did not know him. 

During the evening Vas Kor announced that next morn- 
ing they would depart north towards Dusar, picking up 
recruits at various stations along the way. 

In a great field behind the house lay a flier — a fair-sized 
cruiser-transport that would accommodate many men, yet 
swift and well-armed also. Here Carthoris slept, and Kar 
Komak, too, with the other recruits, under guard of the 
regular Dusarian warriors that manned the craft. 


Towards midnight Vas Kor returned to the flier from — 


his son’s house, retiring at once to his cabin. Carthoris, 
with one of the Dusarians, was on watch. It was with diffi- 
culty that the Heliumite repressed a cold smile as the noble 
passed within a foot of him — within a foot of the long, 
slim, Heliumitic blade that swung in his harness. 

How easy it would have been! How easy to avenge the 


cowardly trick that had been played upon him — to avenge ’ | 


Helium and Ptarth and Thuvia! 


But his hand did not move towards the dagger, for first 
Vas Kor must serve a better purpose — he might know © 
where Thuvia of Ptarth lay hidden now, if they had been ~ 
Dusarians who had spirited her away during the fight out- _ 


side Aaanthor. 


And then, too, there was the instigator of the plot. He ; 
must pay the penalty; and who better than Vas Kor tolead 


the Prince of Helium to Astok of Dusar? 
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Faintly out of the night there now came to Carthoris’ 
_ ears the purring of a distant motor. He scanned the 
~ heavens. 

Yes, there it was far in the north, dimly outlined against 
__ the dark void of space, the faint suggestion of a flier pass- 
_ ing, unlighted, through the Barsoomian night. 

Carthoris, not knowing whether the aircraft was friend 
or foe, gave no sign that he had seen it, but turned his eyes 
in another direction, leaving it to the Dusarian who stood 
watch with him. 

The other guard now heard the oncoming aircraft and 
sounded the alarm. This brought the rest of the watch and 
an officer from their sleeping silks and furs upon the deck 
nearby. 

The cruiser-transport lay without lights, and, resting as 
she was upon the ground, she must have been invisible to 
the oncoming flier, which they now recognised as a small 
craft. 

It soon became evident that the stranger intended to 
- land, for she was now spiraling slowly above them, drop- 
__ ping lower and lower in each graceful curve. 

“Tt is the Thuria,” whispered one of the Dusarian war- 
_ riors. “I would know her in the blackness of the pits 
_ among ten thousand other craft.” 

“Right you are!” exclaimed Vas Kor, who had come 
on deck. And then he hailed: 

“Kaor, Thuria!”’ 

“Kaor!’’ came presently from above after a brief silence. 
Then: “‘What ship?” ; 

“Cruiser-transport Kalksus, Vas Kor of Dusar.” 

“Good!”? came from above. “Is there safe landing 
alongside?” 

“Yes, close in to starboard. Wait, we will show our 
lights,’ and a moment later the smaller aircraft settled 
close beside the Kalksus. The lights of the latter were im- 
mediately extinguished. 

Several figures could be seen slipping over the side of 
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the Thuria and advancing towards the Kalksus. Always | 


suspicious, the Dusarians stood ready to receive the 
visitors as friends or foes, whichever they chose to be. 
Carthoris stood near the rail, ready to take sides with 


the newcomers if it turned out they were Heliumites playing — 


a bold stroke to capture the Dusarian flier. 

But the face of the first man to cross the rail destroyed 
that hope. With a shock he saw the face of Astok, prince 
of Dusar. 

Scarcely noticing the others upon the deck of the Kalk- 
sus, Astok strode forward to accept Vas Kor’s greeting, 
then he summoned the noble below. The warriors and 
officers returned to their sleeping silks and furs, and once 
more the deck was deserted except for the Dusarian war- 
rior and Turjun, the panthan, who stood guard. 

The latter walked quietly to and fro. The former leaned 
across the rail, wishing for the hour that would bring him 


relief. He did not see his companion approach the lights of 


the cabin of Vas Kor. He did not see him stoop with ear 
pressed close to a tiny ventilator. 


“May the white apes take us all,” cried Astok below, 
ruefully, “if we are not in as ugly a snarl as you have ever 


seen! Nutus thinks that we have her in hiding far away 
from Dusar. He has ordered me to bring her there.” 
He paused. No man should have heard from his lips the 


thing he was trying to tell. It should have been forever the — 


secret of Nutus and Astok, for upon it rested the safety of a — 


throne. With that knowledge any man could wrest from 
the Jeddak of Dusar whatever he wanted. 

But Astok was afraid, and he wanted from this older 
man the suggestion of an alternative. He went on. 

“I am ordered to kill her,’ he whispered, looking fear- 
fully around. “‘Nutus merely wishes to see the body so that 
he may know his commands have been executed. I am 
now supposed to have gone to the spot where we have her 
hidden so that I may fetch her in secrecy to Dusar. No one 
is to know that she has ever been in the keeping of a Dus- 
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arian. I do not need to tell you what would happen to 
_ Dusar if Ptarth, Helium and Kaol ever learned the truth.” 


The jaws of the listener at the ventilator clicked 


_ together with a vicious snap. They were to kill her! His 


muscular fingers clenched until the nails bit into the palms. 
““And you wish me to go with you while you fetch her to 


Dusar,” Vas Kor was saying. ‘“Where is she?” 


nw 


Astok bent close and whispered into the other’s ear. The 
‘suggestion of a smile crossed the cruel features of Vas Kor. 


_ He realised the power that lay within his grasp. This know- 


_ ledge would make hima jed at least. 


“And how can I help you, my Prince?” asked the older 
man suavely. 

“T cannot kill her,”’ said Astok. “Issus! I cannot do it! 
When she turns those eyes upon me my heart becomes 


water.” 


Vas Kor’s eyes narrowed. 
“And you wish —’”’ He paused, the question unfinished, 
_ yet complete. 
Astok nodded. 
— *Youdo not love her,” he said. 
+ “But I love my life — though I am only a lesser noble,” 
he concluded meaningly. 

“You shall be a greater noble — a noble of the first rank!” 
exclaimed Astok. 

.“T would like to be a jed,”’ said Vas Kor bluntly. Astok 
hesitated. 

“A jed must die before there can be another jed,” he 
pleaded. 

“‘Jeds have died before,” snapped Vas Kor. “It would 
not be difficult for you to find a jed you do not like, Astok 
— there are many who do not like you.” 

Already Vas Kor was beginning to presume upon his 
power over the young prince. Astok was quick to note and 
appreciate the subtle change in his lieutenant. A cunning 
scheme entered his weak and wicked brain. 

“As you say, Vas Kor!” he exclaimed. “You shall be a 
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jed when the thing is done,” and then, to himself, “‘Nor will 
it then be difficult for me to find a jed I do not like.” 

“When shall we return to Dusar?”’ asked the noble. 

“At once,”’ replied Astok. “Let us get under way now — 
there is nothing to keep you here?” 

“T had intended to fly off tomorrow, picking up such 
recruits as the various Dwars of the Roads have collected 
for me, on our way to Dusar.” . 

“Let the recruits wait,’ said Astok. “Or, better still, 
come to Dusar upon the Thuria, leaving the Kalksus to fol- 
low and pick up the recruits.” 

“Yes,” acquiesced Vas Kor, “that is the best plan. 
Come, I am ready,” and he rose to accompany Astok to 
the latter’s flier. 

The listener at the ventilator came to his feet slowly. His 
face was drawn and pinched and white beneath the light 
copper of his skin. She was to die! And he was helpless to 
avert the tragedy. He did not even know where she was 
imprisoned. 

The two men were ascending from the cabin to the deck. 
Turjun, the panthan, crept close to the companion-way, his 


_ fingers closing tightly upon the hilt of his dagger. Could he 


kill them both before he was overpowered? He smiled. He 
could slay an entire utan of her enemies in his present state 
of mind! 

They were almost abreast of him now. Astok was speak- 
ing. 

“Bring a couple of your men along, Vas Kor,” he said. 
“‘We are short-handed upon the Thuria, so quickly did we 
depart.” 

The panthan’s fingers dropped from the hilt of the dag- 
ger. His quick mind had seen a chance to save Thuvia of 
Ptarth. He might be chosen as one of the guards to ac- 
company the assassins, and once he had learned where the 
captive lay he could then dispatch Astok and Vas Kor. To 
kill them now before he knew where Thuvia was hidden 
was simply to leave her to death at the hands of others, for 
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sooner or later Nutus would learn her whereabouts, and 


_ Nutus, Jeddak of Dusar, could not afford to let her live. 


». 


Turjun put himself in the path of Vas Kor in order not 


to be overlooked. The noble roused the men sleeping upon 
_ the deck, but always before him the strange panthan found 


Ei 


means of keeping himself to the fore. 


_. Vas Kor turned to his lieutenant, giving instruction for 
_ the bringing of the Kalksus to Dusar, and the gathering 


up of the recruits. Then he signed to two warriors who 


‘stood close behind the padwar. 


““You two accompany us to the Thuria,” he said, “and 
put yourselves at the disposal of her dwar.” 

It was dark upon the deck of the Kalksus, so Vas Kor 
did not have a good look at the faces of the men he chose. 


But that did not matter, for they were only ordinary war- 
riors to assist with the duties upon a flier, and to fight if 


need be. 
One of the pair chosen was Kar Komak, the bowman. 


The other was not Carthoris. 
The Heliumite was mad with disappointment. He 


snatched his dagger from his harness, but already Astok 


had left the deck of the Kalksus. Carthoris knew that be- 
fore he could overtake him, even if he did kill Vas Kor, he 
would be killed by the Dusarian warriors, who now were 
thick upon the deck. With either one of the two alive Thuvia 


was in as great a danger as though both lived — it must be 


both! 
As Vas Kor descended to the ground Carthoris boldly 


followed him, nor did anyone attempt to halt him, thinking 
doubtless that he was one of the party. 

After him came Kar Komak and the Dusarian warrior 
who had been detailed to duty upon the Thuria. Carthoris 
walked close at the side of the latter. Now they came to the 
dense shadow under the hull of the Thuria. It was very dark 
there, so that they had to grope for the ladder. 

Kar Komak preceded the Dusarian. The latter reached 
upward for the swinging rounds, and as he did so steel 
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fingers closed upon his windpipe and a steel blade pierced. 


his heart. 
Turjun, the panthan, was the last to clamber over the rail 
of the Thuria, drawing the rope-ladder in after him. 


A moment later the flier was rising rapidly, headed for — 


the north. : 

At the rail Kar Komak turned to speak to the warrior 
who had been detailed to accompany him. His eyes went 
wide as they rested upon the face of Carthoris. How had he 
come in place of the Dusarian? 

A quick sign, and Kar Komak turned once more to find 


the Thuria’s dwar and report himself for duty. Behind him 


followed the panthan. 
Carthoris blessed the luck that had caused Vas Kor te 


choose the bowman of all others, for had it been another — 
Dusarian there would have been questions as to the where- — 


abouts of the warrior who now lay dead. 


The journey to Dusar seemed interminable to the im- © 


patient Carthoris, though in fact it was quickly accom- 


plished. Some time before they reached their destination 


they met and spoke with another Dusarian war flier. From — 


it they learned that a great battle was soon to be fought 
south-east of Dusar. 

The combined air fleets of Dusar, Ptarth and Kaol had 
been intercepted in their advance towards Helium by the 


mighty Heliumitic air force — the most formidable upon 


Barsoom, 

Four jeddaks were in command of their own fleets — 
Kulan Tith of Kaol, Thuvan Dihn of Ptarth, and Nutus of 
Dusar upon one side; while upon the other was Tardos 
Mors, Jeddak of Helium. With the latter was John Carter, 
Warlord of Mars. 

From the far north another force was moving south 
across the barrier cliffs — the new air force of Talu, Jeddak 
of Okar, coming in response to the call from the Warlord. 
Upon the decks of the great fliers black-bearded yellow 
men looked eagerly towards the south, gorgeous in their 
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_ fighters from the hot-house cities of the frozen north. 


__ And from the distant south, from the Sea of Omean and 


_ the cliffs of gold, from the temples of the therns and the 
gardens of Issus, other thousands flew to the north at the 
_call of the great man they had all learned to respect and 


love. 


y 


Pacing the flagship of this mighty fleet, second only to 


_ the air force of Helium, was the ebony-skinned Xodar, Jed- 


dak of the First Born, his heart beating fast in anticipa- 
_ tion of the moment when he would hurl his savage crews 


- upon the enemies of the Warlord. 


But would these allies reach the theatre of war in time 
_ to be of help to Helium? 
Carthoris, with the other members of the crew of the 


_Thuria, heard the gossip and the rumours. None knew of 
_ the two fleets, the one from the south and the other from 
_ the north, that were coming to support the ships of Helium, 


and all Dusar was convinced that nothing now could save 


the ancient power of Helium from being wiped out. for 


ever from the upper air of Barsoom. 
Carthoris, too, loyal son of Helium that he was, felt 


“that even his beloved fighters might not be able to cope 


successfully with the combined forces of three great 
_ powers. 

‘Now the Thuria touched the landing- stage above the 
palace of Astok. Hurriedly the prince and Vas Kor dis- 
embarked and entered the drop that would carry them to 
the lower levels of the palace. 

- Close beside it was another drop that was used by com- 


‘mon warriors. Carthoris touched Kar Komak upon the arm. 


““Come!”’ he whispered. “You are my only friend among 


-anation of enemies. Will you stand by me?”’ 


- “To the death,” replied Kar Komak. 
The two approached the drop. A slave operated it. 
“Where are your passes?” he asked. 
Carthoris fumbled in his pocket as though in search of 
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them, at the same time entering the cage. Kar Komak fol- — 


lowed him, closing the door. The slave did not start the 
cage downward. Every second counted. They must reach 
the lower level as soon as possible after Astok and Vas 
Kor if they were to know which way the pair went. 


Carthoris turned suddenly upon the slave, hurling him — 


to the opposite side of the cage. 

“Bind and gag him, Kar Komak!”’ he cried. 

Then he grasped the control lever, and as the cage shot 
downward at sickening speed, the bowman grappled with 


the slave. Carthoris could not leave the control to assist — 


his companion, for should they touch the lowest level at 
that speed all would be dashed to instant death. 

Below him he could now see the top of Astok’s cage in 
the parallel shaft, and he reduced his speed to that of the 
other. The slave began to scream. 

“Silence him!”’ cried Carthoris. 

A moment later a limp form crumpled to the floor of 
the cage. 

“He is silenced,” said Kar Komak. 


Carthoris brought the cage to a sudden stop at one of | 


the higher levels of the palace. Opening the door, he — 


grasped the body of the slave and pushed it out upon the 
floor. Then he banged the gate and resumed the downward 
drop. 

Once more he sighted the top of the cage that held 
Astok and Vas Kor. An instant later it stopped, and as he 
brought his cage to a halt, he saw the two men disappear 
through one of the exits of the corridor beyond. 


Kulan Tith’s Sacrifice 


The morning of her second day of incarceration found 
Thuvia of Ptarth waiting in apathy for the coming of the 
assassin. 
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She had exhausted every possibility of escape, over and 
_ Over again examining the door, the windows, the floor and 
the walls. 
_ The solid ersite slabs she could not even scratch; the 
_ tough Barsoomian glass of the windows would have shat- 
_ tered to nothing less than a heavy sledge-hammer in the 
_ hands of a strong man. The door and the lock were im- 
_ pregnable. There was no escape. And they had stripped 
_ her of her weapons so that she could not even anticipate 
_ the hour of her doom, thus robbing them of the satisfac- 
_ tion of witnessing her last moments. 
_ When would they come? Would Astok do the deed 
with his own hands? She doubted that he had the courage 
for it. At heart he was a coward — she had known it since 
first she had heard him brag, when a visitor at the court of 
her father, he had sought to impress her with his valour. 
She could not help but compare him with Carthoris. She 
was about to die. Her thoughts were her own to do with 
__as she pleased, yet furthest from them was Kulan Tith. In- 
Stead, the figure of the tall and comely Heliumite filled her 
mind, crowding from it all other images. 
_ She dreamed of his noble face, the quiet dignity of his 
_ bearing, the smile that lit his eyes as he conversed with his 
' friends, and the smile that touched his lips as he fought 
_ with his enemies — the fighting smile of his Virginian sire. 
' . And Thuvia of Ptarth, true daughter of Barsoom, 
_ found her breath quickening and her heart leaping to the 
memory of that smile — the smile she would never see 
again. With a little half-sob the girl sank to the pile of silks 
and furs that were tumbled in confusion beneath the east 
_ window, burying her face in her arms. 
In the corridor outside her prison two men paused in 
_ heated argument. 
“I tell you again, Astok,” one was saying, “I shall not 
do this thing unless you are present in the room.” 
There was little of the respect due to royalty in the tone 
of the speaker’s voice. The other, noting it, flushed. 
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“Do not impose too far upon my friendship for you, — 


Vas Kor,” he snapped. “‘There is a limit to my patience.” 

“There is no question of royal prerogative here,” re- 
turned Vas Kor. ‘““You ask me to become an assassin in 
your place, and against your jeddak’s strict injunctions. 
You are in no position, Astok, to dictate to me. You must 
be present, thus sharing the guilt with me. Why should I 
bear it all?” 

The younger man scowled, but he advanced towards the 
locked door, and as it swung in upon its hinges, he entered 
the room at the side of Vas Kor. 

Across the chamber the girl, hearing them enter, rose to 
her feet and faced them. Under the soft copper of her skin 
she blanched just a trifle. But her eyes were brave and level, 
and the haughty tilt of her firm little chin was eloquent of 
loathing and contempt. 

“You still prefer death?” asked Astok. 

“To you, yes,” replied the girl coldly. 

The Prince of Dusar turned to Vas Kor and nodded. 
The noble drew his short-sword and crossed the room to- 
wards Thuvia. 

“Kneel!” he commanded. 

“T prefer to die standing,” she replied. 

“As you will,” said Vas Kor, feeling the point of his 
blade with his left thumb. “In the name of Nutus, Jeddak 
of Dusar!”’ he cried, and ran quickly towards her. 

“In the name of Carthoris, Prince of Helium!” came a 
voice from the doorway. 

Vas Kor turned to see the panthan he had recruited at 
his son’s house leaping across the floor towards him. 

Vas Kor wheeled to meet the charging man. 

“What does this treason mean?” he cried. 

Astok, with bared sword, leapt to Vas Kor’s assistance. 
The panthan’s sword clashed against that of the noble, and 


in the first encounter Vas Kor knew that he faced a master — 


swordsman. 
Before he realised the stranger’s purpose he found the 
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man between himself and Thuvia of Ptarth, at bay facing 
_ the two swords of the Dusarians. But he did not fight like a 


- Inan at bay. Always he was the aggressor, and though he 


_ kept his flashing blade between the girl and her enemies, yet 
_ he managed to force them hither and thither about the 
_ Toom, calling to the girl to follow close behind him. 


Until it was too late neither Vas Kor nor Astok saw 


what lay in the panthan’s mind. But at last the man stood 


with his back towards the door, and then both understood 


__— they were penned in their own prison, and now the in- 


_truder could slay them at will. Thuvia of Ptarth was locking 
the door at the man’s direction. 
Astok, as was his way, finding that the enemy did not 


immediately fall before their swords, was leaving the brunt 
_ of the fighting to Vas Kor. Now, as his eyes appraised the 
_ panthan carefully, they went wider and wider, for slowly 


he began to recognise the features of the Prince of Helium. 
The Heliumite was pressing close upon Vas Kor. The 


- noble was bleeding from a dozen wounds. Astok saw that 
he could not for long withstand the cunning of that terrible 
_ sword-hand. 


“Courage, Vas Kor!” he whispered in the other’s ear. 


- “T have a plan. Hold him a moment longer and all will be 
- well,’ but the rest of the sentence, “‘with Astok, Prince of 
_ Dusar,”’ he did not voice aloud. 


Vas Kor, not dreaming of treachery, nodded his head, 


and for a moment succeeded in holding Carthoris at bay. 
_ Then the Heliumite and the girl saw the Dusarian prince 
run swiftly to the opposite side of the chamber, touch 
something in the wall that sent a great panel swinging in- 


ward, and disappear into the black vault beyond. 
It was done so quickly that they could not have inter- 


cepted him. Carthoris, fearful lest Vas Kor might similarly 
_ elude him, sprang viciously upon his antagonist. A moment 


later the headless body of the Dusarian noble rolled upon 


_ the ersite floor. 


“Come!” cried Carthoris. ““There is no time to be lost. 
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Astok will be back in a moment with enough warriors to 


overpower me.” 
But Astok had no such plan in mind. Such a move would 


- have meant the spreading of the fact among the palace 


gossips that the Ptarthian princess was a prisoner in the 
east tower. Then word would have come to his father, 
and no amount of lying would have helped him. 

Instead Astok went racing madly through a long cor- 
ridor to reach the door of the tower-room before Carthoris 
and Thuvia left the apartment. He had seen the girl remove 
the key and place it in her pocket, and he knew that a dag- 
ger point driven into the keyhole from the opposite side 
would imprison them in the secret chamber, where they 
could linger until death claimed them. 

As fast as he could run Astok entered the main corridor 
that led to the tower chamber. Would he reach the door 
in time? What if the Heliumite should already have 
emerged and he should run upon him in the passageway? 
Astok felt a cold chill run up his spine. He had no stomach 
to face that deadly blade. 


He was almost at the door. It stood around the next turn — 


of the corridor. No, they had not left the apartment. Evi- 
dently Vas Kor was still holding the Heliumite! 

Astok could barely repress a smile at the clever manner 
in which he had outwitted the noble and disposed of him 
at the same time. And then he rounded the turn and came 
face to face with an auburn-haired, white giant. 


The warrior did not wait to ask the reason for his com- — 
ing. Instead he leapt upon him with a long-sword, so that 


Astok had to parry a dozen vicious cuts before he could 
disengage himself and flee back down the runway. 

A moment later Carthoris and Thuvia entered the cor- 
ridor from the secret chamber. 

“Well, Kar Komak?”’ asked the Heliumite. 

“Tt is fortunate that you left me here, Carthoris,” said 
the bowman. “I have just intercepted a man who seemed 
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_ Over-anxious to reach this door — it was the man you call 
a Astok, Prince of Dusar.” 


Carthoris smiled. 
“Where is he now?” he asked. 
“He escaped my blade, and ran down this corridor,” 


‘ replied Kar Komak. 


“We must lose no time, then!” exclaimed Carthoris. ‘“He 


: will have the guard upon us yet!” 


Together the three hastened along the winding passages 
after Astok. They came to the entrances to the lifts before 
they met with opposition. Here they found a handful of 


_ guardsmen, and an officer, who seeing they were strangers, 


questioned their presence in the palace of Astok. 
Once more Carthoris and Kar Komak had recourse to 
their blades, but before they had won their way to the lifts 


| the noise of the conflict must have aroused the entire palace. 


They heard men shouting, and as they passed the many 


levels on their quick passage to the landing-stage they saw 


: _ armed men running hither and thither in search of the cause 
_ of the commotion. 


Beside the stage lay the Turia, with three warriors on 


- guard. Again the Heliumite and the Lotharian fought 
shoulder to shoulder, but the battle was soon over, for the 
_ Prince of Helium alone would have been a match for any 
_ three that Dusar could produce. 

__. Scarcely had the Thuria risen from the ways than a hun- 
dred or more fighting men leapt to view upon the Janding- 
stage. At their head was Astok of Dusar. As he saw the two 
he had thought so safely in his power slipping from his 
_ grasp, he danced with rage, shaking his fists at them. 


With her bow inclined upward at a dizzy angle, the 


_ Thuria shot meteor-like into the sky. From a dozen points 


swift patrol fliers immediately darted after her, for the 
scene upon the landing-stage above the palace had not 


gone unnoticed. 


A dozen times shots grazed the Thuria’s side. As Car- 
thoris could not leave the control levers, Thuvia of Ptarth 
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turned the muzzles of the rapid-fire guns upon the enemy. 

It was a fierce race and a fierce fight. One against a score 
now, for other Dusarian craft had joined in the pursuit. 
But Astok, Prince of Dusar, had built well when he built. 
the Thuria. In the air force of his sire was no swifter flier, 
no other craft so well armoured or so well-armed. 

One by one the pursuers were out-distanced, and as the 
last fell out of range behind them, Carthoris pointed the 
Thuria’s nose to the horizon, and with lever drawn to 
the last notch, she tore through the thin air of dying Mars 
towards the east and Ptarth. 

Thirteen and a half thousand haads away lay Ptarth — 
a stiff thirty-hour journey for the swiftest of fliers. Between 
Dusar and Ptarth lay half the air force of Dusar, for in this 
direction was the reported scene of the great air battle that 
even now might be in progress. 

Half the distance was covered without sighting a single 
warship, and then Kar Komak called Carthoris’s attention 
to a distant craft that rested upon the ochre vegetation of 
the great dead sea-bottom, above which the Thuria was 
speeding. 

Around the aircraft many figures could be seen swarm- 
ing. With the aid of powerful glasses, the Heliumite saw 
that they were green warriors, and they were repeatedly 
charging down upon the crew of a stranded airship. The 
nationality of the latter he could not make out at so great 
a distance. 

- Carthoris dropped his craft a few hundred feet so that 
he might have a better and closer view. 

If the flier was a friendly power, he could do no less 
than stop and turn his guns upon her enemies, though with 
the precious freight he carried he scarcely felt justified in 
landing. 

As they came close above the stricken flier, they saw it 
could only be a question of minutes before the green 
horde swarmed across the deck to satiate their bloodlust 
upon the defenders. 
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“Tt would be futile to descend,” said Carthoris to 


i Thuvia. “The craft might even be from Dusar — she shows 


~ no insignia. All that we can do is fire upon the hordesmen.” 


As he spoke he stepped to one of the guns and aimed its 


- muzzle towards the green warriors at the airship’s side. 


At the first shot from the Thuria those upon the vessel 
below evidently saw her for the first time. Immediately a 


_ device fluttered from the bow of the warship on the ground. 


Thuvia of Ptarth caught her breath quickly, glancing at 


- Carthoris. 


The device was that of Kulan Tith, Jeddak of Kaol — 


the man to whom the Princess of Ptarth was betrothed! 


How easy it would have been for the Heliumite to pass 
on, leaving his rival to the fate that could not for long be 
averted! No man could accuse him of cowardice or 
treachery, for Kulan Tith was in arms against Helium. 

What would Carthoris, Prince of Helium, do? 

The device had barely broken in the faint breeze before 


| the bow of the Thuria dropped at a sharp angle towards 


_ the ground. 


“Can you navigate her?” asked Carthoris of Thuvia. 
The girl nodded. 
“T am going to try to take the survivors aboard,” Car- 


- thoris said. “It will need both Kar Komak and myself to 
man the guns while the Kaolians take to the boarding 
~ tackle.” 


He hurried to the cabin as Thuvia took the control. A 


-moment later the boarding tackle dropped from the keel of 
the Thuria, and from a dozen places stout, knotted leathern 


lines trailed downward. At the same time a signal broke 
from her bow:: 

‘Prepare to board us.” 

A shout rose from the deck of the Kaolian warship. Car- 
thoris, who by this time had returned from the cabin, smiled 
wryly. He was about to snatch from the jaws of death the 


man who stood between himself and the woman he loved. 


“Take the port bow gun, Kar Komak,” he called to the 
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ship were battling with\renewed hope. In the bow stood 


bowman, and himself stepped to the gun upon the star-_ 
board bow. 
They could now feel the sharp shock of the green war- | 
riors’ explosive projectiles against the armoured sides or 
the staunch Thuria. 
It was a forlorn hope at best. At any moment the rehe 
sive ray tanks might be pierced. The men upon the Kaolian 


Kulan Tith, a brave figure fighting beside his brave war- 
riors, beating back the ferocious green men. 

The Thuria came low above the other craft. The 
Kaolians were forming under their officers in readiness to 
board. Then a sudden fierce fusilade from the rifles of 
the green warriors vomited their hail of death and destruc- 
tion into the side of the brave flier. 

Like a wounded bird she dived suddenly, careening 
drunkenly. Thuvia lifted the bow in an effort to avert the 
imminent tragedy, but succeeded only in lessening the 
shock as the Thuria struck the ground beside the Kaolian — 
ship. 

When the green men saw only two warriors and a 
woman upon the deck of the Thuria, a savage shout of 
triumph rose from their ranks, while an answering groan 
broke from the lips of the Kaolians. 

The former now turned their attention upon the new 
arrival, for they saw her defenders could soon be over- 
come. As they charged, a shout came from Kulan Tith, 
upon the bride of his own ship. 

“Who is it,” he cried, “that offers his life in the service — 
of Kulan Tith?” 

The green horde was scrambling over the Thuria’s side 
as there broke from the bow the device of Carthoris, Prince 
of Helium. 

Kar Komak stood behind the gun he had been operating, © 
staring with wide eyes at the onrushing hideous green war- 
riors. Carthoris, seeing him, felt a pang of regret that, after 
all, this man he had thought so valorous should prove, in 
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__ the hour of need, as spineless as Jav or Tario. 


“Kar Komak!”’ he shouted. “Take hold of yourself! Re- 
‘member the days of the glory of the seafarers of Lothar. 


_ Fight! Fight, man! Fight as man never je before. All 


_ that is left for us is to die fighting.” 


Kar Komak turned towards the Heliumite, a grim smile 
upon his lips. 
“Why should we fight,”’ he asked. “‘Against such fearful 


odds? There is another way — a better way. Look!” He 


pointed towards the companion-way that led below deck. 

_ The green men, a handful of them, had already reached 
the Thuria’s deck, as Carthoris glanced in the direction the 
Lotharian indicated. The sight that met his eyes set his 
heart thumping with joy and relief — Thuvia of Ptarth might 


a yet be saved! For from below there poured a stream of 


giant bowmen, grim and terrible. Not the bowmen of 
Tario or Jav, but the bowmen of an odwar of bowmen — 
savage fighting men, eager for the fray. 

The gréen warriors paused in momentary surprise and 


_ consternation, but only for a moment. Then with terrifying 
_ war-cries they leapt forward to meet these strange, new 


foemen. 
A volley of arrows stopped them in their tracks. In a 
moment the only green warriors upon the deck of the 


_ Thuria were dead men, and the bowmen of Kar Komak 


were leaping over the vessel’s sides to charge the hordes- 


men upon the ground. 


Utan after utan tumbled from the bowels of the Thuria 


to launch themselves upon the unfortunate green men. 


Kulan Tith and his Kaolians stood wide-eyed and speech- 
less with amazement as they saw thousands of these 
strange, fierce warriors emerge from the companion-way 
of a small craft that could not comfortably have accom- 
modated more than fifty. 

At last the green men could no longer withstand the 
‘onslaught of such overwhelming numbers. Slowly at 
first, they fell back across the ochre plain. The bowmen 
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pursued them. Kar Komak, standing upon the deck of the — 
Thuria, trembled with excitement. 

At the top of his lungs he voiced the savage war-cry of i 
his forgotten day. He roared encouragement and com- — 
mands to his battling utans, and then, as they charged : 
further and further from the Thuria, he could no longer — 
withstand the lure of battle. 

Leaping over the ship’s side to the ground, he joined the — 
last of his bowmen as they raced off over the dead sea- © 
bottom in pursuit of the fleeing green horde. 

Beyond a low promontory of what once had been an 
island the green men were disappearing towards the west. 
Close upon their heels raced the fleet bowmen of a bygone — 
day, and forging steadily ahead among them was the ~ 
mighty figure of Kar Komak, brandishing aloft the Tor- 
quasian short-sword with which he was armed, as he urged ~ 
his bowmen after the retreating enemy. 

As the last of them disappeared behind the promontory, — 
Carthoris turned towards Thuvia of Ptarth. 

“They have taught me a lesson, these vanishing bowmen ~ 
of Lothar,”’ he said. ““When they have served their purpose 
they do not remain to embarrass their masters by their 
presence. Kulan Tith and his warriors are here to protect 
you. My acts are proof of my honesty. Goodbye,”’ and he 
knelt at her feet, raising a bit of her harness to his lips. 

The girl reached out a hand and laid it upon the thick 
black hair of the head bent before her. Softly she asked : 

‘“‘Where are you going, Carthoris?” 

“With Kar Komak, the bowman,” he replied. ““There will 
be fighting and forgetfulness.” 

The girl put her hands before her eyes, as though to shut 
out some mighty temptation from her sight. 

“May my ancestors have mercy upon me,” she cried, — 
“Sf I say the thing I have no right to say. But I cannot see you © 
cast your life away, Carthoris, Prince of Helium! Stay, mye 
chieftain. Stay —-I love you!” 
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A cough behind them caused them to turn. Standing not 


_ two paces from them was Kulan Tith, Jeddak of Kaol. 


For a long moment no one spoke. Then Kulan Tith 


é cleared his throat. 


“T could not help hearing what you said,” he told them. © 


i “T am no fool, to be blind to the love that lies between you. 


_ Nor am I blind to what you did, Carthoris, risking your 


_ life and hers to save mine, though you must have known 
_ that very act would rob you of the chance to keep Thuvia 


- for your own. | 


““Take back your liberty, Thuvia of Ptarth,” he smiled 


gently. “Give it to the man you love. And when the golden 


collars are clasped about your necks you will see that 
_ Kulan Tith’s is the first sword to be raised in declaration of 


eternal friendship for the new Princess of Helium and her 
_ royal mate!” 
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EDGAR RICE BURROUGHS | 


Edgar Rice Burroughs was born in 1875 and died in j 
1950. The first novel that he wrote — A Princess of Mars 
— was published in 1912, and immediately established him 
as an outstanding author of imaginative fiction. Shortly _ 
afterwards Mr. Burroughs wrote the first of the Tarzan 
series, a unique literary concept, read by hundreds of 
millions and held in affection by men, women and young 
people in probably every country in the world. 
_ In all Mr. Burroughs wrote ninety-one books and a © 

host of short stories and articles. Apart from Tarzan and — 
John Carter stories, classics of their kind, Mr. Burroughs’ 
prolific pen ranged from stories of the American West, 
through African jungles, into outer space and even into the 
the Earth’s core! These works have been translated into _ 
32 known languages, including Braille editions. | 

Mr. Burroughs was one of those rare authors who kindle 
warmth for their fictional characters that remains with 
readers all their lives. All over the world are thousands of 
collectors of early editions of Edgar Rice Burroughs’ 
works, and in several countries fan clubs — with their own i | 
magazines — thrive and even grow in'strength years after __ 
the author’s death. i 

For those interested, there are four big American Bur- _ 
roughs’ clubs which welcome correspondence with Bur- __ 
roughs’ admirers: The Burroughs Bibliophiles, 6657 _ 
Locust Street, Kansas City, Missouri 64313; ERB-dom ~ 
Magazine, P.O.B. 550, Evergreen, Colorado 80439; The 
The Barsoomian, 84 Charlton Road, Rochester, New York 
14617; and Erbania, 8001 Fernview Lane, Tampa, Florida 
33615 — all U.S.A. Writers in other parts of the world 
wishing to establish ERB fan clubs may write to Edgar 
Rice Burroughs Inc, Tarzana, California, U.S.A. 91356, 
who will give every possible assistance. 

So, you admirers of Tarzan and John Carter, if you 
wish to contact each other and to form a club, here’s your — 
chance. Get out your air mail letters and start writing now. 
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DRAGON BOOKS 


The following titles have now been published in the Dragon series, 
If you have difficulty in obtaining any of these books through your 
local bookseller or newsagent you may obtain them from Dragon 
Books, 11 New Fetter Lane, London E.C.4. They will be sent to you 
post-free on receipt of 2s 10d per book. 


Green Dragons Pony Books 

Di My Friend Flicka Part x Mary O’Hara 
D2. My Friend Flicka Part 2 Mary O’Hara 
Dg Thunderhead Part 1 Mary O’Hara 
Dio Thunderhead Part 2 Mary O’Hara 
Dizi Thunderhead Part 3 Mary O’Hara 
Di7 Green Grass of Wyoming Part 1 O’Hara 
Dx8 Green Grass of Wyoming Part 2 Mary O’Hara 
Dig Green Grass of Wyoming Part 3 Mary O’Hara 


The above are all books about Flicka in order of appearance. 


Jump to the Stars 
The Difficult Summer 


Gillian Baxter 
Gillian Baxter 


D39 The Perfect Horse Gillian Baxter 
D4o Tan and Tarmac Gillian Baxter 
Ds52 Horses in the Glen Gillian Baxter 
D53 Ribbons and Rings Gillian Baxter 
D54 The First Rosette C. Pullein-Thompson 
Ds55 The Second Mount C, Pullein-Thompson 


Ds56 Three To Ride C, Pullein-Thompson 
Ds57 The Empty Field C. Pullein-Thompson 
D61 The Open Gate C. Pullein-Thompson 
D78 The Pony Dopers C. Pullein-Thompson 
D68 The Silver Brumby Elyne Mitchell 
Dé69 Silver Brumby’s Daughter Elyne Mitchell 
- D7o Silver Brumbies of the South Elyne Mitchell 
D71 Silver Brumby Kingdom Elyne Mitchell | 
Adventure Stories 
D7 Beau Geste P. C. Wren 
D14 Beau Sabreur P. C. Wren 
D20 Beau Ideal P. C. Wren 
D72 Ten Fathoms Deep Arthur Catherall 
D73 Jackals of the Sea Arthur Catherall 
D74 Forgotten Submarine Arthur Catherall 
D75 Sea Wolves Arthur Catherall 
D80 Midshipman Quinn Showell Styles 
D81 Quinn of the Fury Showell Styles 
_ D82 The Shop in the Mountain Showell Styles 
D83 The Ladder of Snow Showell Styles 
D89 A Necklace of Glaciers Showell Styles 
Dogo The Pass of Morning Showell Styles 
D42 Tarzan of the Apes Edgar Rice Burroughs 
D43 The Return of Tarzan Edgar Rice Burroughs 
D44 The Beasts of Tarzan Edgar Rice Burroughs 
D45 The Son of Tarzan Edgar Rice Burroughs 


D164 Tarzan and the Ant-Men 


 Dé> Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar Part 1 Edgar Rice Burroughs 


163 ‘Tarzan and the Jewels of Opar Part2 Edgar Rice Burroughs 
Edgar Rice Burroughs 


D65 Tarzan’s Quest 
D76 A Princess of Mars 
D77_ The Gods of Mars 


D105 The Warlord of Mars Edgar Rice Burroughs 


Edgar Rice Burroughs 
Edgar Rice Burroughs | 
Edgar Rice Burroughs 


D106 Thuvia, Maid of Mars Edgar Rice Burroughs 
Dis A Funny Thing Happened Anthony Buckeridge 
D23 Rex Milligan’s Busy Term Anthony Buckeridge 
Ds0 Rex Milligan Holds Forth Anthony Buckeridge 
D84 Rex Milligan Raises the Roof Anthony Buckeridge 
D16 Under Drake’s Flag G. A. Henty 
D24 Through Russian Snows G, A. Henty 
D32 In The Irish Brigade G. A. Henty 
D48 The Young Carthaginian G. A. Henty 
Ds51 In the Reign of Terror G. A, Henty 
D41 The Three Musketeers Alexander Dumas 
Ds8 Drumbeats David Severn 
D67 Dr Who and the Crusaders David Whitaker 
Do1 Place Mill Barbara Softly 
Doz Queen Most Fair Jane Oliver 
Dg95 Mission for Oliver David Scott Daniell 
Do96_ Polly and Oliver David Scott Daniell 
D85 The House in Cornwall Noel Streatfeild 

: D86 Adventure in Forgotten Valley Glyn Frewer 
D87 The Mysterious Rocket André Massepain 
D88 Dolphin Island Arthur C. Clarke 
Do3 An Edge of the Forest Agnes Smith 

= Do94 Australian Adventure Maria Wolkowsky 

3 Do8 Castaway Camp M. E. Atkinson 

f Red Dragons 

: D3 Mystery of The Burnt Cottage Enid Blyton 

‘- D4 Mystery of The Disappearing Cat Enid Blyton 

_ .. Diz Mystery of The Secret Room Enid Blyton 
Di3 Mystery of The Hidden House Enid Blyton 

: D21 Mystery of The Spiteful Letters Enid Blyton 

D22 Mystery of The Pantomime Cat Enid Blyton 

2 D31 Mystery of The Missing Necklace Enid Blyton 

E D79 Mystery of The Invisible Thief Enid Blyton 

; Do97 Mystery of The Vanished Prince Enid Blyton 

D27 First Term at Malory Towers _ Enid Blyton 
D28 Second Form at Malory Towers Enid Blyton 
D2z9 Third Year at Malory Towers Enid Blyton 

f D30 Upper Fourth at Malory Towers Enid Blyton 
D46 In The Fifth at Malory Towers Enid Blyton 
D6o Last Term at Malory Towers Enid Blyton 

| D33 The Twins at St. Clare’s Enid Blyton 

: D34 The O’Sullivan Twins Enid Blyton 

3 D35 Summer Term at St. Clare’s Enid Blyton 

fe D36 Second Form at St. Clare’s Enid Blyton 

‘ae Ds9 Claudine at St. Clare’s Enid Blyton 

ENS Dé6 Fifth Formers at St. Clare’s Enid Blyton 

- ‘. D8 The Coral Island R. M. Ballantyne 

vane \ Dao Knights of The Cardboard Castle Elisabeth Beresford 

ay Con Send for a Dragon list. It will come 

=e ‘oO, to you post-free. 
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Thuvia, 
Maid of Mars 


Edgar Rice Burroughs 


A DRAGON BOOK 411 81060 x 


Thuvia, beautiful princess of Mars, is 
kidnapped! Carthoris, son of the great John 
Carter, is accused of the crime. The red 
planet erupts in war, while Carthoris tries to 
trace the girl he loves. 

An incredible chain of adventures 
follows, more fantastic than anything that 
even John Carter had known. For instance, 
Carthoris finds himself supported by the 
bowmen of Lothar—men who do not exist, 
yet under his command can fight and attack 
and destroy his enemies. The fourth story 
in the Martian series 
demands to be read— 
now! 
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Australia 
New Zealand 


South Africa 3c. 


